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ALICE OF THE INN. 



CHAPTER I. 

AN ARRIVAL. 

I HAD reached my twenty-first year, and no event 
had occurred in my life worth recording. 

The romance I am now committing to paper com- 
menced on an afternoon in June. The scene was the 
Pied Bull, at Caldicote, in Warwickshire. It was a 
little after one ; we dined at the half-hour; and I was 
knitting a red wool coverlet in the parlour, when I 
heard a horn blowing. 

Then my uncle, Eli Boston, called out to his wife, 
" Partner, ring the bell ! " 

I dropped my work, and looked out of the door. 

" What is it ?^' I asked. 

Uncle replied, " I know Sutton by his clear note 
He is blowing longer than usual : there is something 
for us." 
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I must explain that the celebrated coach called the 

Wonder^ running between London and Shrewsbury, 
changed horses at our place. We were so nearly half- 
way that the up coach and the down coach arrived 
within a few minutes of each other. 

The horses were always perfectly xeady, and the 
guards, most days, only just sounded the horn. 

But this time Sutton blew a longer blast. 

When the bell rang down the stable-yard, our own 
hostler came up, and uncle sent him to the road-side, 
where he also went himself. Aunt was in the porch, 
and I ran out, and stood by the chestnut tree. 

The yellow coach from London, driven by the 
portly, comfortable-looking Mr. Wilcocks, came up at 
a swinging trot. 

It was crowded with passengers. 

The guard was in a great bustle to get a couple of 
portmanteaus off the roof, and I heard him ask uncle 
to open the coach-door. 

Uncle did so, and a tall gentleman alighted. 

Mr. Wilcocks never used to get down, but had the 
reins of the team handed up to him ; for only two or 
three minutes were allowed for changing. And as 
soon as Sutton had secured the tips, he called out, 
" All right, sir," and the coach was gone ! 

The new arrival seemed poorly and took uncle's 
arm ; and, seeing the gentleman rather encumbered 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



AN ARRIVAL. 3 

with his hand-bag and umbrella, I ran forward to 
relieve him of them. 

He stopped for one instant and looked in my face. 
" How good of you," he said. " I am far from well," 
he added ; " I told the guard at the last place I could 
not go much further ; and he mentioned Caldicote, 
and said I should be well cared for, if I liked to stay. 
And here I am." 

" We will do our best, sir," rejoined my uncle. 

My aunt and myself soon got the guest into a 
sitting-room upstairs, with a bedroom opening into it. 
The windows looked into our garden at the back. 

The Pied Bull was a long house of two stories, 
standing parallel to the road, with a good space in 
front shaded by a large chestnut. Here, too, was a 
watering trough, and a massive post supporting a 
hanging sign, on which was depicted the spotted 
animal from which our place took its name. 

The days of coaching were drawing to a close in 
that part of the country; for the Birmingham railway 
was actually in process of construction, though some 
time was to elapse before any portion of it was open 
for travelling. And the highway traffic remained at 
its height ; between fifteen and twenty coaches, in the 
day and night, passing Caldicote. Only one, however, 
the Wonder^ changed horses at my uncle's. 

Every effort was made to increase the speed ; though 

B 2 
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4 ALICE OF THE INN. 

there was really no object in the endeavour, for the 
trade was doomed. But the result of the competition 
was that one stage was cut short — ^another length- 
ened ; the adjustment generally depending on the 
hills. Caldicote happened to suit the Shrewsbury 
coach; but it was not found generally convenient 
being situated only four miles from the market town 
of Daventry. In the posting line also, new distribu- 
tions had cut it out, so that uncle only kept some of 
his farm-horses ready, in case of a pair being wanted, 
and the hostler had to don our once famous blue 
jacket. 

But though the Pied Bull was nothing to what it 
had been, and in fact you may say it was deserted, 
uncle was a landholder and grain merchant, and did 
not much care, as the inn was his own property and 
afforded us a comfortable home; and I believe he 
was thought by his neighbours a warm man. 
Certainly there was no stint in our household ways, 
though everything was looked after. 

The traveller had dined on arrival, and rested after- 
wards ; but as the afternoon wore away, he asked for 
tea ; and when it was made, I took in the tray, out of 
curiosity. Mr. Traill, it turned out, was the gentle- 
man's name ; and he was lying on the sofa, wrapped, 
though, as I have said, it was June, in a rug when I 
entered. He again seemed rather taken aback at 
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seeing me, and fixed his eyes on my face. I suppose 
I blushed a little, for he apologised, and said, " You 
must excuse my staring; nothing could be further 
from my thoughts than rudeness ; but the truth is, 
your brown hair and dark blue eyes, and the general 
outline of your face, awake recollections in my mind. 
But I must not bother you on that head. Would you 
pour out my tea for me ? I am indisposed to sit up. 
And if you would have some with me, it would be 
very pleasant to me." 

So, to hunoour him, I ran down for another cup, and 
sat down at the table near him. 

He seemed to wish to be communicative. 

He said he had recently returned from India ; and 
had started from London in the hope of reaching 
the borders of Wales, where he was born and bred ; 
but found the motion of the coach gave him such 
a pain in his side, he was obliged to break the 
journey. 

" I am afraid," he continued, " it is liver, and that 
mischief is at work. I thought English air would cure 
me, and that I need not trouble the doctors. But 
travelling has revealed to me how poorly I am. If 
you good people can get me back a little strength by 
nursing, I must return to London to consult the 
cracks, ^y side is decidedly swollen." 

The speaker was a handsome man nearing sixty ; 
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strongly-built, but lean ; with a tawny face and a long 
black moustache, not then generally worn. 

Of course I assured him my aunt and myself would 
gladly devote ourselves to restoring him, and said I 
hoped the quiet and the warm weather would do 
wonders. 

" Your aunt ? " he observed ; " and may I ask where 
your own parents are ? " 

I told him I was an orphan ; that my father and 
mother had both died at the Swan river, and Mr. 
Boston had brought me up. 

" Your father^s brother?" 

" Yes, that is so." 

" Do you remember the Swan river ? " 

" Oh no, I was quite a little thing when I came 
here. I think I can just remember coming in the 
coach." 

" Ah well, I suppose everything here is coach, coach. 
I dare say you dream of coaches ? " 

Martin, of course, came into my head, and I 
answered, laughing and feeling rather hot, " It so 
happens I sometimes do." 

" Well, we must hear more of that another time," he 
said ; " I want you to ask your aunt to send someone 
to Daventry to beg the medical man to call here to- 
morrow. Who is your doctor ? " 

I told him we did not deal with doctors much, but 
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that a Mr. Drabble came to the village, and was con- 
sidered as good as anyone tn the neighbourhood. 

"Then kindly send for Drabble. 1 feel sleepy — 
from the fatigue of suffering pain, I imagine." 

So I left him to repose, and a boy was started off to 
Daventry. And as it seemed unlikely I should be 
wanted, I went out for a walk. 
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CHAPTER II. 

EMILY. 

My way lay down the village. This consisted of a 
long, winding street, whose cottages were mostly de- 
tached, and surrounded by their own gardens. The 
church was quite at the other end, and its tower rose 
before a line of poplars ; beyond which was a field 
where the Vicarage stood, a small irregular building 
covered with creeper. 

I walked briskly down to this spot, and entering 
the garden, found a girl of my own age, playing with 
a Newfoundland dog. 

This was Emily Loftus, the only daughter of the 
Vicar, Dr. Loftus. 

And my great friend. 

But this requires explanation, because we had not 
been brought up in the same station of life. Her 
family was very ancient, and my associations had 
been with the farmer class. 

But because' Emily was quite assured of her own 
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position, she was not at all proud. I dare say, if he 
mamma had been alive, she would scarcely have been 
allowed to come to the Pzed Bull for a companion. 

We saw little of each other whilst we were growing 
up ; she always spoke when we met, but nothing 
came of it. At last, the winter I left school, there 
was a good deal of distress amongst the poor, and a 
relief fund was got up, and the soup was made at our 
place. This brought Miss Loftus down our way ; 
she and I were thrown together, and we took a fancy 
to each other. 

Of course, she knew a great deal more than I did, 
though she was mostly self-taught. Her father, in- 
deed—Doctor Loftus — had the name of a great 
scholar, but Emily said he had no power of imparting 
his knowledge. 

And so, since her mamma's death, which had oc- 
curred about eight years before, she had had to edu- 
cate herself as best she might. Sometimes relatives 
asked her to London, and she then had masters, 
but at home she puzzled out everything for herself. 
Her memory was excellent, and she had readiness of 
eye and hand ; but often grew discouraged for want of 
direction, and came to do many things a little, but 
nothing to her own satisfaction. She played and 
sang with astonishing spirit, but I should suppose a 
musician would have detected great deficiencies. 
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So with drawing; there was unquestioned power, 
but it was power, to use her own words, dashing itself 
to foam and mist against the rocks of difficulty. 

My education had been obtained at Daventry, at 
the school of the Misses Briggs. But I must say this 
for the old ladies : what they taught they taught well. 
I could read French perfectly, but my talking, per- 
haps, was rather funny. Then I could cipher, and 
uncle used to say my handwriting was wonderfully 
legible. 

It may be a subject of astonishment how we two 
girls got on together — Emily and I. But she was 
good enough to say I was of an open disposition and 
reliable ; and I greatly admired her, and hope I may 
have been useful in moderating her impulsive and 
eager character. 

Knowing Emily's taste for adventures and romance 
of all kinds, I lost no time in narrating the event of 
the day — the arrival, namely, of a mysterious Indian 
stranger at the roadside inn. 

" Tell me," cried she, eagerly, " does he look dis- 
tressed — haunted ? Is he uneasy ? Do you think he 
has crime on his mind?" 

" He is very poorly," I said ; " he complains of a 
pain in his side." 

" And you learn he has lived in India ? " continued 
Emily, to whom the East was fairyland ; " perhaps he 
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has wooed a princess covered with pearls. He may 
have been thrown from a tower ! " 

" His bones are not broken," I rejoined, laughing ; 
" something wrong with the liver, I gather." 

" Livers are prosaic. It will be a business if he 
has brought the plague. He will decimate the 
village. The dead will be buried by scores in a pit. 
You and I, Alice, will retire into the nursery garden 
at Daventry, and relate tales, as I told you was done 
at Florence." 

I and Emily knew each other quite well enough to 
exchange confidences on affairs of the heart, though 
till recently exchange was hardly the right word, for 
— who would have thought it ? — I was the one who^ 
alone had anything to communicate. 

I was not at all ashamed of my story, for I was 
proud of Martin. But it was a very simple one, and 
not, perhaps, of general interest. However, I must 
give its outlines. 

Old Mr. Welfare lived a few miles off, at Grand- 
borough. His christian name was Martin, too. He 
was much mixed up with the running of coaches* 
though his proper profession was that of a farmer. 
Martin Welfare the younger was a crack whip, and 
himself now often drove a provincial coach, which 
turned off the main road at Dunchurch and only 
reached Rugby, taking indeed the journey throughout 
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in rather a leisurely way. This conveyance belonged 
in part to old Welfare, and gleaned up. passengers 
from the smaller places, at moderate fares. Well, this 
driving business brought Martin the younger a good 
deal to the Pied Bull, He was tall and dark in com- 
plexion, with rather a gypsy look, and certainly 
handsome. And such a courageous disposition, 
though his heart was as tender as a woman's. I 
need not say any more than that he and I came to 
an understanding. We were not formally engaged, 
and indeed, for the matter of that, I do not think 
Martin had ever, in so many words, asked me to be 
his wife. But our agreement was fully recognised 
between us. The necessity for reticence was caused 
by Martin's father. 

He was an upright man, and his word was as good 
as a bond. But he had exalted ideas of the position 
of the head of a family. And he held that the choice 
of a wife for his son was one of his particular rights, 
to be in no way interfered with. Unfortunately his 
own wife had become a helpless invalid, so that there 
was no female voice to soothe and soften him. As 
young Martin said, if his father could have seen me 
in the first instance, I should have been very likely 
picked out by him for a suitable daughter-in-law. But 
the difficulty was to persuade the old man that accept- 
ing his son's choice was not abdicating his throne as 
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king of the household. My uncle and aunt liked 
Martin exceedingly, and they could see how matters 
stood. And as they had confidence in the young 
fellow's good sense, they did not resent his allowable 
reluctance to come forward till the old farmer of Grand- 
borough could be taken in an agreeable mood. I must 
confess it was a pleasure to me to talk over my liking; 
but Emily was rather cool about the whole matter. 

" Not good enough for you," she whispered, one 
day, shaking her head. 

I felt rather mad ; but she spoke without thinking, 
and, of course, could not know that the case was 
exactly the contrary. 

For in my opinion, it requires an uncommonly 
nice girl to be worthy of a well-principled man like 
Martin, so tender and true ; let alone his handsome 
face and well-grown figure. 

" It is too bad of you," I answered, " to sneer at 
farmers and coachmen. You told me the story you 
had hammered out of the German about Hermann and 
Dorothea. Who, I should like to know, was Hermann ? 
Why, he was just in the station of myself and my 
friend — an innkeeper's son, driving his awkward Ger- 
man wagon much worse, I will be bound, than Martin 
handles his coach." 

" Well, well," Emily said ; " but you are so nice. I 
want you to be rich and great." 
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" No," I replied. " I am not prepared to think that 
riches must need secure happiness." 

Miss Loftus sometimes went to stay at Bognor in 
Sussex, with her maternal aunt, Miss Maude ; and 
after her last visit, she had become very mys- 
terious. 

" Alice," she began, one evening, " I am quite con- 
tent now with your Martin for you. I see it cannot 
be prophesied, or even guessed, what the elect one " 
(her own words) " is to be like. I, for my part, thought 
he must be a hero, endowed with great ambitions and 
devoted to noble enterprises. But I have learned 
that the gentle, too, may be chevaliers. The unsel- 
fish — the self-sacrificing — they have an order of 
knighthood of their own." 

It was not in Emily's nature to tell a secret in its 
plain unadorned features ; and though she held forth 
at considerable length, she was careful to avoid dis- 
closing more than that there was a person, who must 
remain under the concealed name of Alonzo, with 
whom she had become acquainted — ^** On the wild 
sea-shore," as she would have it — and whom she 
believed to be her destiny. I was anxious to ferret 
out whether Emily had told Miss Maude of her 
adventure ; but she shrouded this matter in mystery. 
She was, I know, an excellent girl, incapable of any- 
thing the least wrong, but I impressed upon her that 
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I thought she ought to tell both her aunt and 
Dr. Loftus, unless the whole thing wats only a 
castle in Spain. She would not, however, make any 
promise. 

After full discussion of the day's adventure, I was 
urged to stay for supper, but under the idea that I 
might be wanted, it seemed better to go home. 

" The Pollards have lent me that grey colt of theirs, 
Alice. I will come to-morrow on it to your place. 
Meantime, keep your eyes open. Watch every 
gesture ; weigh every word. A solitary traveller 
seeks repose in a lonely inn ! The very commence- 
ment of a romance. We are perhaps on the eve of 
great events ! " 

We kissed and parted. 

Next morning, between seven and eight, when I 
was busy with early tasks. Miss Loftus arrived on her 
borrowed colt. She was dressed in a brown holland 
habit, and wore a large straw hat. 

Her steed — a long creature, with legs scarcely yet 
under its control — was brought up to the door with a 
speed I fancy it had not been accustomed to. 

I had been on it once, and its usual ways had been 
to start hither and thither, to shy at puddles, and then 
rush forward, huddling up its forelegs and dropping 
its hind ones, as if it was going to sit down — a very 
jerky and uncomfortable beast. But Emily kept a 
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steady hand on his mouth, and held her whip just 
over his shoulder, smartly admonishing him when- 
ever it was necessary, so that he had to acknowledge 
his mistress, and when pulled up, though very hot 
and disposed to throw his head aloft, stood perfectly 
still. 

I took him out a piece of bread. There was nothing 
to tell about our guest, except that he had coughed a 
good deal in the night and had had early tea ; that 
the doctor was expected, and vigilance was fully 
awake. 

Emily looked so well — her black hair and eyes, her 
rich complexion like the inside of shells, her finely- 
cut features, her lithesome figure with its beautiful 
lines. 

I felt quite proud that she allowed me to call her — 
friend. 

Uncle came out, and paid his morning compli- 
ments. 

" That colt will turn out well, miss. But he must be 
rough enough in the saddle. He could not get our 
Alice here off — but that was about all. He had his 
own way with her." 

"He commenced his performances this morning,'' 
said Emily, laughing, " by rearing right up and falling 
backwards, but I got clear of him and he was very 
frightened himself He will not do it again." 
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" Break a soda-water bottle on his head," my uncle 
suggested, "if he tries that game. The trickling 
daunts them." 

" I must try it." Then bowing her farewells, she 
started again, steering her uneasy beast, at the briskest 
of paces, up the village street. 

" She's a good-plucked one and no mistake ! " mut- 
tered my uncle, as his eyes followed her admiringly. 
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CHAPTER III. 

THE ROYAL GEORGE. 

The doctor came presently in his gig. Mr. Drabble 
was a tall, middle-aged man, in breeches and boots 
with a broad red face and sandy hair. 

I showed him up to Mr. Traill's room, and he 
remained there some time. 

We were just sitting down to breakfast in the little 
room behind the bar, when we heard Mr. Drabble's 
step, and uncle asked him to join us. He looked dis- 
pirited, and aunt and I knew his habits, and that he 
wanted to swear, only he was afraid before females. 
He went, however, to the front door for a minute or 
two, and I dare say he did a few oaths by himself. 
Poor man, I saw he was in a perplexity. He was 
frightened and incompetent. He saw the case was 
grave, and yet did not know what to do. And very 
unfairly, as it seemed to me, he affected a worldly air. 
Should he get his fee ? Was there luggage enough 
for a guarantee ? 
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I think I answered rather sharply that the gentle- 
man had two portmanteaus, full of things ; and had, 
moreover, just come from India. 

Drabble said, "That's all right: but there is no 
occasion to boil over." And then he turned the con- 
versation to Daventry gossip. Nor did he allude to 
his patient again till he was going away, when he said 
he would send " a mixture with directions." 

We knew what that meant, and were not astonished 
when an absurd phial came with some pink stuff in it, 
and a paper label round its neck, making it look like 
a child in a pinafore. 

And we felt sure the pink fluid would be succeeded 
by other colours — green, yellow, etc. — and it was 
so. 

About ten o'clock Mr. Traill rang for hot water, and 
when dressed and ready, sent his compliments and 
would the young lady step upstairs ? I went to him ; 
he would shake hands, and held me, looking into my 
face. He begged me to act as secretary for him, and 
under his directions I opened a somewhat elaborate 
dispatch-box, and began a letter, — he dictating. It 
was addressed to a certain Salvator Mario, solicitor, of 
Charlotte Street, Bloomsbury, and requested him to 
come down at once, without delay, to Caldicote. I 
felt the sick man was watching me, but his expression 
was so friendly, I did not mind it. When the letter 

C 2 
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was ready, Mr. Traill seemed desirous to explain its 
necessity. 

"Drabble," he said, "appeared nonplussed. He 
was alarmed at my state, and yet saw that the case 
was one he could scarcely deal with. We put off from 
day to day what can be done any day. And I have 
not yet expressed my wishes with regard to my 
property. I shall feel easier when I have got my 
intentions on paper. These liver troubles are often 
touch-and-go affairs. It is better to provide for the 
worst. Salvator! An odd name, is it not? His 
father was our family lawyer, and I have gone on 
with him. His mother was Italian. His temper is 
curious, but I consider him an active, clever man." 

Mr. Traill seemed relieved when the letter was 
finished and dispatched to the village post-office. 
And he asked me, whenever I had leisure, to bring 
my work into his room. 

Though the view from the windows was very pretty 
— for the garden, as was often the case with the old 
inns, was a large one— yet the invalid wearied of it, 
and expressed a wish to be placed where he could see 
the coaches. 

Of course, there was no difficulty. Aunt and I 
decided it would be quieter for him to sleep on the 
garden side, but we got ready a nice sitting-room in 
front. In the afternoon, Mr. Traill moved in, and his 
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tea was to be his first meal there. He had the sofa 
put where he could watch the road. 

Only one coach, as has been said, changed at the 
Pied Bull^ and no horns being generally blown, the 
passing of the other vehicles was a mere rumble, with 
the chink of pole chains, and, on dry days, the measured 
fall of the horse-hoofs. But the stranger, I think, 
loved the procession of human beings, each with his 
or her story. He said he did so ; and added, ** I seem 
to have lost so much. stirring English life, far away in 
those benumbing regions. I could almost cry to think 
how many summer suns have risen and set on these 
pleasant fields of England, and I not here to enjoy 
them." 

He dwelt very much on early years, and he had 
brought with him from London books he had loved 
as a boy — "Gulliver's Travels," and "Robinson Crusoe" 
— 'and got me to read them out aloud. I really liked 
them better than some other works of fiction Miss 
Loftus had lent me. 

That very afternoon, when the room was changed, 
I was reading, about six o'clock, when I heard a key- 
bugle playing the air of " Oh, dear, what can the 
matter be ? " I knew it was old Tommy Ball, and 
that the Royal George was approaching. 

This was a red coach with white wheels, that ran 
between Rugby and London, and called at our place 
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to water the horses, for time was not the first considera- 
tion. These same horses were four strong and hand- 
some greys, in thoroughly good case, though not very 
fast. Of course I knew all about them, because 
Martin was driving. The coach, I should mention, 
went up to town one day and down the next. It was 
bound for Rugby this evening. 

I had to ask leave from Mr. Traill to run away, for 
I wanted to tell my dear boy about the stranger. 
And we had other things to talk over, for he had not 
been for a day or two. Martin had his glass of ale in 
the parlour, and we managed to squeeze a good deal 
of conversation into the ten minutes — for the Royal 
George stopped fully that — the coachman saying he 
would make it up after Dunchurch. Then I had a 
picotie out of the garden to pop in a button-hole, 
and at last the old, old guard pottered up to the 
back seat, and they drove off to the tune of " Drops 
of Brandy." 

When I returned to Mr. Traill, he was quite merry 
with the scene, and at once asked who the handsome 
young driver Wcis. 

I suppose I blushed a little, for he looked rather 
sly, when I said, Martin Welfare the younger. " His 
father is a farmer at Grandborough, sir," I added, " and 
part owner of the coach which runs to Rugby. Two 
or three of the teams are his also." 
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" You said you dreamed sometimes of coaches ; I 
expect there is a coachman, too, in the visions ? " 

I replied, " I am always glad to see Mr. Welfare." 

" You won't mind an old man asking rude ques- 
tions," said Mr. Traill ; " but I heard your cheerful 
voices down below, and the laughter. It is a case 
now, is it not ? " 

" Do you mean, is Mr. Welfare engaged to me ? " 

" Yes, I think I meant that." 

" He is not, sir." 

" But it would not distress you if he was ? " 

I felt rather comical, but I could only answer it 
was difficult in such matters to be quite sure (it was 
not really, a bit) ; but if Mr. Welfare had anything to 
say, of course I should be bound to listen to it. 

" When there is leisure, Alice " (Mr. Traill had 
asked leave to call me so), "you must tell me your 
romance, and, if you will listen, I will tell you mine." 

I felt alarmed at the word " romance " — for my 
poor little story was so bald and simple — but the 
speaker had such a kind and gentle look in his face, 
that I smiled and said, " All right, sir." 
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CHAPTER IV. 

LONG AGO. 

It appeared afterwards that Mr. Salvator Mario was 
absent from home when the letter which I wrote at 
Mr. Traiirs dictation reached his house. For for two 
days no answer came. The third morning a note 
announced that Mr. Mario would be at the Pied Bull^ 
by the Wonder^ that same noon. Before that third 
morning, however, a long talk between the invalid 
and myself had taken place. It came off in the 
afternoon, for Mr. Traill took his principal meal in 
the middle of the day, and after it, was brighter and 
apparently better for two or three hours. 

He lay on the sofa, near the open window ; and I 
sat sewing at a work-table close to hirh ; and though 
he looked at me a great deal, I did not feel at all 
embarrassed, and was drawn to regard him something 
in the light of a relative. 

He would have my story first— my poor bantling 
of a narrative ; and I ended it by apologising for the 
absence of plot, and, as I feared, of interest, too. 
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" Not at all, dear Alice," he said, speaking slowly, 
and with an occasional interrupting cough ; " plot or 
no plot, it is the same old human drama. Scenes 
differ ; accidental circumstances vary ; but the pith of 
the matter is the mysterious drawing together of two 
natures. But do not think me preaching, if I remind 
you that one is not enough. Don't be so gratified with 
your friend loving you as to think that that is 
sufficient If you do not love him, do not satisfy 
your heart by believing that he will be kind and so 
on, and that you will get on together. Alice, if you 
do not love him, do not marry him." 

I made a stupid mistake in answering. 

I said, " But I am the one that does love." 

And, of course, he rejoined, 

" What ! and Martin does not love you ? " 

" Oh ! please, forgive me," I cried ; " I am talking 
nonsense without intending it. He loves me, I know, 
sincerely, I only meant that I was the one about 
whose love there could be no doubt." 

I looked at him ; he was amused, but not laughing 
at me ; and was all good temper and kindness. 

He then proposed to tell his story. 

I was only afraid the speaking might hurt him, but 
he assured me it would fret him to be silent ; and as 
I was close to him, he promised not to exert his 
voice, and to take matters very quietly. 
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I have a vivid recollection of the narrative, and, 
moreover, jotted some of it down at night in my own 
room, in pencil. 

But what follows has been trimmed a little into 
shape for me by Lady Missenden, and who she is 
will come out in due course. 

She decided it would be simpler to put the story 
into Mr. Traill's mouth. 

" I and my sister Caroline were the only children 
of a gentleman of old family, but moderate means, 
in Shropshire, on the borders of Wales. Our home 
was the comfortable, but by no means imposing, hall 
of the village where it was situated, and my father 
passed as the squire, though his acres could not, with 
correctness, be called * broad,' as the expression runs, 
for one farm Wcis all he owned beyond thje grass 
ground near the mansion, and a few fields under his 
own management The clergyman of our parish was 
a Mr. Brindley ; a plain, honest, hard-working minis- 
ter, who, with a sensible wife, managed to support a 
family far too large in reality for his income. They 
were put to various shifts, as may be imagined ; but 
there was no loss of dignity — no loss of hope. The 
conflict was fought out with cheerfulness; and as 
health was not denied to both parents and children, 
a rough kind of prosperity even may be said to have 
prevailed. But there was one amongst the girls — 
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p Julia— who was far better looking than the rest ; and 
when I come to turn back, with calmness, to those 
distant days, and perceive that it was then that the 
seeds of future unhappiness were sown, alas ! I can- 
not but recognise that her beauty was an ill-starred 
gift. ^ 

" The parents treated her with especial indulgence — 
with deference I might almost say ; and her sisters 
perceived but did not resent this. The boys caught 
the tone. More than all, and certainly worse than 
all, there came to be a certain expectation that 
Julia's personal gifts ought to do something for the 
family. A hope hovered over the struggling circle 
of wealth and influence that might possibly be at- 
tracted to the little parsonage by the charms of its 
graciously endowed member. 

" Well, well, — these dreams were not to be realised 
— in the first instance at any rate — for I, Edward 
Traill, fell in love with Julia Brindley, and when I 
had taken my degree at Oxford, proposed to her, and 
was, after some demur, accepted. I think I wondered 
then, and I am sure I have often wondered since 
why I was accepted. But it must be remembered 
that the parsonage people saw hardly any company, 
and there were not then the facilities of moving 
about which exist now. And though Julia's parents 
and herself — both probably — thought she might have 
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done better, there was, of course, also the chance of 
her not doing so well. 

" My father's influence at elections was sufficient to 
allow him to ask for a post for me in a Government 
office in London, where the prospect of rising was 
very fair, and the salary not insignificant even at 
first. A cottage Wcis secured at Acton, and no further 
delay seemed desirable, before the marriage, than 
such a period cis would enable me to get installed in 
my duties, — the cottage to be furnished, — and the 
equipments provided necessary for housekeeping, and 
the life of a young married couple. 

" We were engaged in the spring, and our wedding 
was fixed for the late autumn. That was a fatal 
summer ! When you hear what happened, you will 
understand I cannot dwell on its events. 

" There was much good in Julia I feel certain, and I 
believe that if she had been really in love with me, 
that affection would have armed her against every 
temptation. One so fair must have been capable, at 
least, of being true ! I was blinded then by my 
own feelings, and if her indifference became apparent 
at times, and stung me cruelly, the effect was only to 
determine me to conquer her heart by patient devo- 
tion* *When she knows how I love her she must 
respond,' I thought. And then I dreamed of coming 
days when tiny waxen arms might draw us more 
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closely together. But the poison of constant admira- 
tion had worked secretly in her blood, and coun- 
teracting influences were not strong enough to neu- 
tralise the deteriorating effects. 

"How can I touch on the painful circumstances, 
without seeming, by the very brevity imposed upon 
me even at this eleventh hour by my wounded 
heart, to be callous and the reverse of sensitive? 
The disclosure must be made. 

" There was an old castle not far from our house, 
belonging to a baronet — who had recently come into 
his property — Sir David Apreece. During my boy- 
hood the place had never been occupied, and as it 
was, it was understood the owner had only come into 
residence to see what could be done about disposing 
of the whole estate. 

" I could not make out that he was anything but 
just the ordinary fast, profligate man of position. 
But he was in his first prime ; he was handsome, he 
had his title, and he was buoyed up by the hope of 
making a fortune, independently of his estates, on 
the turf, and by other opportunities of betting and 
gambling. He was constantly, it seems, at the par- 
sonage, and poor Mr. Brindley had been subject all 
his life to patrons and was unequal to being only 
coldly polite to the Lord of the Manor — and the 
young fellow had opportunities of declaring the pas- 
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sion Julia's beauty had inspired. Alas ! alas ! it 
ended in the girl going off with him ! 

" You must wonder yourself, Alice, why I, an old 
man and a stranger, should tell you, whom I have 
only met by chance, such a story. But you have a 
trustworthy face, and in my illness it is an immense 
relief to me to detail to someone the tragedy of my 
life (for it proved so !) rather than keep it here — in my 
breast — unspoken. And, moreover (I wish you to 
know this), there is something in your voice, and a 
transient expression every now and then that comes 
over your face, recalling the girl I loved when I was 
young. 

" I called that a fatal summer. It witnessed my 
moral death. 

" I can see now I ought to have sought temporary 
distraction in travel, — in change, — in new scenes and 
cities ; and then have settled down to hard and con- 
stant work, and let time carry out its effects. It is 
humiliating enough to think that time can cure us of 
what looks like broken heart. But it can. However, 
at that dreadful crisis — after wild and fruitless 
schemes of vengeance — nothing appeared feasible — 
nothing commended itself to my distracted spirit, 
except to leave the country finally — to leave the 
genial, civilised circles of England — its stately trees, 
its babbling brooks, its emerald fields, and to bury 
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myself in some rude and unaccustomed obscurity. 
Everything seemed tainted with falsity: away! far 
away ! — the desert would be preferable. 

" My father felt deeply for me, and seriously im- 
poverished himself — as it appeared afterwards — to 
supply me with capital to seek my fortune in the 
East, and establish myself in commerce. 

" I departed for the Levant ; from thence I turned 
my course to India, and many years before the over- 
land route was dreamed of, that they now are begin- 
ning to talk about, reached Bombay, from Cosseir, in 
an Arab dhow. In due course I moved northward to 
A j mere ; where, after some lengthy negotiations, I 
got leave to settle in a native state of Rajpootana, as 
a merchant. But my real aim was political power, 
and the fact that the Government was in the hands 
of a Ranee, on behalf of her son, a minor, afforded an 
opportunity of which I took advantage. My move- 
ments were jealously watched by the Company's 
agent, but I was extremely circumspect, and worked 
in the dark. I may really say that during the re- 
gency, and afterwards under the young Raja, I ruled 
the kingdom. 

" My habits and associations gradually became so 
alien to my experience of the mother country, that I 
ceased to correspond with my family. I lost my 
belief in the purity and goodness of human nature, 
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and, shutting my eyes to all remonstrances of con- 
science, I led a life, of some activity certainly, but also 
of ostentation and indulgence and waste. An oriental- 
ised Englishman is a very bad kind of animal. 

" I dressed in Eastern costume, and in every sense 
sold my nobler birthright of a Frank for rich sub- 
sistence. A great deal of money passed through my 
hands, — but it was all dissipated ; and when, at last, 
my friendly Raja died, and the government of his 
State came more directly under British control, I was 
dismissed with only the sum the sale of my property 
produced, a few jewels, and a jageer^ or grant of land, 
tax free, in perpetuity. 

" I have a son, but he is not worthy gf me. A 
good situation has, however, been obtained for him 
in the capital of the late Raja, which he will forfeit 
if he attempts to come to England. 

'^ And now, Alice, in my age — (I feel much older 
than my years) — the sight of English cottages and 
English churches, and the sweet landscape in which 
they are set, has aroused once again the better 
feelings of my youth, and has raised up, strangely 
enough, with extraordinary vividness, the image of 
Julia. I find I have never ceased to love her. My 
affection has, indeed, been long asleep, but not dead. 
I have no knowledge of where Julia is, nor, for the 
matter of that, whether she could be again met 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



LONG AGO. 33 

with on earth. But then, on the other hand, I have 
never heard of her demise. Strange rumours for some 
time reached the office of our family lawyer. It is 
certain Julia was very unhappy with her David. And 
there was some indistinct story of a separation, agreed 
upon, it was thought, by both. He was understood 
in the end to have been killed in a gambling booth 
in the far west of America. 

" And Julia, it seems certain, was in the States, and 
Mr, Mario had heard of a second marriage. And then 
some wild story crept into Yankee newspapers of the 
baronet not being dead. But all is obscure, and I 
observe in the * Baronetage ' that the present holder 
of the title, who is a clergyman, is put down as having 
acceded to it years ago, and there is no mention of 
any interruption in his tenure of the distinction. If 
poor Julia is still alive, she is perhaps in America, for 
nothing has been heard of her in this country. And 
the clergyman baronet, on inquiry, declared that he 
knew nothing of her fate. 

" I have mentioned our family lawyer's office. The 
present head of it (to whom you wrote for me) had to 
inform me when I reached London, a short time back, 
that nothing remains of our old estate. My father 
got into pecuniary difficulties, and upon his death the 
property was sold ; my mother survived him but a 
hort time, and Caroline never married, but joined 
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some religious establishment, I know not what. All 
trace has been lost of her. 

" But I entertain a great desire to visit the old haunts 
again, and, it may be, end my days somewhere in the 
neighbourhood. The parsonage, the Hall — the old 
church where I was christened — these material objects 
I suppose, survive; but the loved ones who were 
associated with them have departed. The future is 
however, uncertain. I have a trouble upon me which 
some have conquered. But I must be worse before I 
am better, and all is wrapt in doubt." 

In the later afternoon, when his narrative was con- 
cluded, Mr. Traill was exhausted and disposed to 
sleep ; and the chamber-maid being placed within 
hearing, if he should call, I went down to the Vicar- 
age for the walk and the air. 

It seemed better to confide to Emily only an out- 
line of what had been said. 

For, in some sense, I looked on the disclosure as a 
trust, though not a syllable had been uttered about 
secresy. Emily, however, was capable of making a 
great deal of nutriment for fancy out of a small bulk 
of information, as I have read somewhere that the 
American Indians and the fur hunters find a little bag 
of pemmican sufficient larder for several days. 

The mysterious stranger had left the country years 
back, after a disappointment. 
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He had ruled an uncivilised kingdom. 

The heroine of his tragedy was still, perhaps, alive, 
and had gone through a chequered career. Quite 
enough for Emily. 

By the time she went to bed, she had filled in 
details enough for three volumes. 
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CHAPTER V. 

TOO LATE. 

The same day Mr. Mario's letter came he himself 
arrived, as he said he would. He was a tall, gaunt 
man, with a pale complexion, but handsome features ; 
and a skin which slight traces of small-pox had made 
rugged. His black eyes were placed in cavernous 
sockets, and gave him a strange look, half sad, half 
fierce. 

He was a person you would notice anywhere. 
There was more bowing and scraping in his manners 
than English people commonly either use or like. 
But he was very impatient of contradiction, fired up 
easily, and was generally restless and hurried in his 
movements. On arrival, he stayed some time with us in 
the bar, and then asked to be shown up to Mr. Traill. 
I took him to the room, and he sat with that gentle- 
man till late. I interrupted them once with the 
invalid's tea, and at that time Mr. Mario was looking 
over documents which had been got out of the dis- 
patch box. 
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When our solicitor came down at last, he took his 
dinner, which he had ordered before, and went early 
to bed. 

The next day, he was all the forenoon with his 
client, and as he had his desk with him, we concluded 
he was writing according to directions. We had had 
our mid-day meal in the room behind the bar, and 
had moved into the parlour. My uncle sat smoking 
his pipe at the open window, and aunt and I were 
sewing, when in came Mr. Mario. This was about 
two o'clock. He was much out of temper, and, to my 
great surprise, whom in the world should he select for 
a violent attack but poor me — Alice the harmless, — 
the unimportant ! He said I was designing — that it 
was a perfect shame to flatter and wheedle an old 
man who was too ill to know what he was doing. 
Such tricks, even if they succeeded, would never 
bring peace of mind. I am sure I blushed scarlet to 
the very roots of my hair, and wished Martin was pre- 
sent to defend me. But my uncle was not wanting. 
For his temper, too, was hot, and he could take good 
care of himself and his. " Alice," he exclaimed, ** is 
incapable of unworthy conduct, and you must be mad 
to talk such nonsense ! " Aunt quite trembled. Mr. 
Mario turned round to the speaker and said, " And 
you — look to yourself. What business have you to 
interfere in the affairs of a stranger, and allow your 
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niece to pump him about his property and its dis- 
posal?" 

" I say," answered my uncle, in a fury, " I am not 
going to stand this. You will walk out of my room." 
And he rose from his seat 

But Mr. Mario, in an instant, changed his tone. 

" Sit down, my good man," he rejoined, " we shall 
only do harm by quarrelling," 

" Who is quarrelling but yourself, I should like to 
know?" replied uncle, resuming his chair, however. 

** You ought to beg my pardon for speaking so 
roughly," Mr. Mario remarked smilingly. 

" If you are waiting for that, you will have to wait a 
long time," said the other. 

" Well, if you won't beg my pardon I will beg yours. 
It does not matter who does it, as long as there is an 
apology. It is very much to all your credits that you 
so hotly resented an accusation of undue influence. 
/ must have made the mistake. There — see — the 
ladies are already appeased." 

My aunt had been afraid of a personal encounter, and 
was content when the chance of it passed away. 

And for my part, I knew the charge was so entirely 
without foundation that it seemed to me absurd, and 
not worth arguing about. 

So a truce was patched up, but my uncle looked 
very cross. 
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Mr. Mario gave no inkling of what had annoyed 
him, but ordered cold meat and salad, and walked in 
the garden till it was ready. Mr. Drabble had not 
been able to attend that morning, but was to come in 
the afternoon ; and he did in fact arrive about four 
o'clock. He saw Mr. Traill, and on coming down 
was taken by Mario into a private room. The confab 
lasted some time, and when the doctor went away, 
Mr. Mario said he should take a snooze on the sofa, 
and asked to be called in time for the first night coach. 

Presently, Mr. Traill's bell rang, and I answered it. 

He held out his hand to me, as I entered : he 
looked exhausted, and indisposed to say much. But 
he got the question out, what clergyman there was in 
the village ? I told him of Dr. Loftus. And he then 
said he should like to see him. I answered that if he 
wished it I could go down the first thing in the morn- 
ing, and arrange about his coming. 

This was agreed upon. 

Mr. Mario went to town in the Greyhound. 

Next morning early I was out, and down the 
village. Emily was already dressed and in the garden, 
and we had a chat till Dr. Loftus came down. 

I told her I was afraid Mr. Traill was very bad. 
And then I described the scene with Mario. 

" It must be something connected with a will, I 
■ should think," said Emily ; " perhaps, in case of not 
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recovering, the sick man has left your uncle and aunt 
a handsome present ; and Mr. Mario considers it 
too much, and that your attentions have produced 
the generosity." 

'* Something about money, doubtless," I said. 

**When a man has lived in the East," remarked 
Emily, " it is impossible to settle what he may not 
possess. Mr. Traill may have filched out the eye of 
an idol. Perhaps, that eye is in a little tin . box, at 
the Pied Bully this present moment. Perhaps the 
Russian Government will offer eighty thousand 
pounds for it." 

" Perhapsl^ said I, laughing, " is a regular carpet 
bag, there is no knowing what you may not squeeze 
into it." 

Presently, Dr. Loftus came out to us, and I gave 
my message, and he kindly promised to step down to 
our place in the afternoon. 

And he duly came, and Emily accompanied him. 

The clergyman was closeted with Mr. Traill, and 
my friend and I walked in the garden. Emily was 
constantly looking up at the windows. " His bed- 
room," she said, " is still on this side ? Yes ! then the 
tin box would be in some sort of strong casket, in a 
drawer, eh? do not you think so? About there," 
pointing with her finger, " lies the Traill diamond. 
The round ruby let in was meant for- the pupil of the 
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idol's eye. What a change of destiny in that tiny 
case! Who knows? It may be yours. Now look 
here, dear Alice, I think I am a greater friend than 
Charlotte Pogson, or any of your Daventry school- 
fellows. You will do something for me, will not you 
now — give me a marriage portion or something? 
Never mind Charlotte." 

We joked in this way ; but I cannot recall that it 
occurred to me seriously that any change in my 
circumstances was at all likely. 

The next day Mr. Mario came by the Wonder, 
He had brought the will properly drawn out. 

Dr. Loftus and Drabble were there in the afternoon, 
and the document was signed in their presence, and 
witnessed by them. 

Afterwards, Mr. Mario came into the parlour and 
said : 

" Mr. Traill has determined to give himself a chance, 
whatever it costs. He believes himself nearing a 
crisis, and Drabble says he is right. A skilfully 
executed puncture may save his life for the time at 
any rate, if not effect a permanent cure. But the 
operation requires special knowledge, and I am 
authorised to engage the first surgeon of the day. I 
start at once, and trust I may be back by to-morrow 
night. In the meantime, I know I can rely on every 
attention, and especially from the young lady." 
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It was scarcely possible to believe this suave 
creature was the same man who had been so rude. 
He went to London that night. 

Mr. Traill had early tea, and I asked him to ring 
when he liked, as we all got up in good time. So 
when I heard the bell at six o'clock, I was ready to 
go up and take his orders. 

It was a lovely morning ; the grass had been mown 
in the garden, and the birds seemed to enjoy the 
smell as much as human beings, for they clustered 
and chirped merrily. 

The invalid said he had not slept well, but it 
was light so early, and he loved to hear the tinkle 
of the scythes, and was not sorry to have been 
awake. 

*' I feel better, Alice, easier. I am buoyed up with 
hopes of seeing the surgeon. Though it is quite on 
the cards," he added, smiling faintly, " that I have 
summoned the headsman. I should love my tea at 
once." 

I hurried down to bring up the tray. 

When I returned, he had raised himself so as to 
see the garden, and whilst the tea was drawing he 
began talking : 

" My thoughts dwell very much on the past. Oh, 
it was an unmanly part to succumb to the blow ! 
My life in the East has been degraded, because. 
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instead of trying to raise those around me to a higher 
standard, I lowered myself to theirs." 

" Don't fret, sir," I interposed ; " what is gone cannot 
be recalled." 

Without heeding, he continued : 

" O Alice ! Alice ! If that dear woman had only 
broken my heart, and had not hardened my con- 
science, all might have been well. I might have been 
a sorrowful, good man. That of course Wcis possible, 
the Master was a man of sorrows. Child, please reach 
me my dispatch box." 

I got it for him. 

He opened it, and took out a beautiful sapphire 
ring. 

" I entrust this to you, Alice. If she, who should 
have been Traill and was Apreece, and you, my nurse 
and friend, should by any caprice of fortune meet, 
tell her I forgive her — tell her I love her still. 
And if I precede her to another world, and am per- 
mitted to pray for her, she shall have my heart's best 
petition. There, now — I feel better. If I recover, I 
recover. And if not, you may have the task of 
speaking for me and giving her this token." 

He asked me to pour out the tea, and said if I 
would go down, he would slip into his dressing-gown, 
and sit in the arm-chair. 

So I left* him. 
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After what Mr. Mario had insinuated, I felt a little 
embarrassed about the ring. 

But on reflection, the matter seemed a sacred secret 
between me and Mr. Traill, and I determined not to 
tell a soul ! 

The jewel was in a little morocco case, and I put it 
carefully by. 

Seven struck, and then eight ; and yet the sick man 
did not ring again. 

When the second hour sounded, I went upstairs 
and knocked gpntly. 

No response. 

I thought I had better call my aunt. 

We ascended together, and our knocking being un- 
heeded, we opened the latch. 

Calm — with his face towards the sun and the flowers 
— our poor guest was sitting in the arm-chair, by the 
tea-table, quite dead ! 

The trouble had dispersed internally, and the 
consequences were fatal. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

AT THE grave's SIDE. 

We sent off a boy on a horse for Drabble. It was, of 
course, perfectly useless, but uncle thought the doctor 
ought to see the body as soon as possible. Word also 
went to Dr. Loftus, and he and Emily came up in the 
forenoon. 

Aunt and I sat by the poor lifeless remains, just as 
they were, on the chair. 

Drabble arrived after eleven, and directed that we 
should lay out Mr. Traill on the bed ; and when Dr. 
Loftus and Emily were there too, my uncle asked 
them to look round the room and observe how the 
different objects were disposed, as he wished the room 
to be locked up till Mr. Mario came. 

I must admit that, observing a letter in the blotting- 
book, and catching that it was addressed to me, I had 
no hesitation in slipping it into my pocket. And 
when we were alone again, I went up into my bed- 
room, and read what was intended for my eye. It 
was in the form of a memorandum : 
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"In case of anything happening to me, and should 
an opportunity not occur of mentioning the point, I 
wish dear Alice to understand that the arrangements 
made in her favour involve no injustice whatever to 
my son Muzaffar Traill. I have provided him with 
the only thing which could be of benefit to him 
— namely, employment. God bless Alice ! 

" Edward T." 

I sat looking out of the window in a stupor and a 
dream. The house was now quite still. Emily had 
moved silently about, full of interest, and I had ob- 
served her gazing on the poor man's mask — I will not 
say face — with a strange expression. But she and 
her father went home, and Drabble had work, but was 
to return later. It seemed as still outside as within. 
The hush of noon was on the garden. Faint shouting 
of boys in a distant field made the surrounding silence 
more noticeable. Wheels and pole-chains and the 
fall of horse-hoofs were occasionally heard ; but they 
swelled gently in, and died out again. 

The arrangements made in my favour — what did 
they mean ? Had the stranger left me a handsome 
present only, or was I really to be well off? A 
thousand confusing thoughts rushed into my mind. I 
can truly say, the principal and dominant one was 
that whatever I might have would be Martin's. 

And I am sure I can add that I did not dream of 
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wishing Martin to try and change his station in life, 
but that" in his own station he might have more certain, 
success, and, of course, be independent of his father. 

I felt more sorrowful about the poor gentleman who 
had taken so kind an interest in me, and who had 
died so bereft of all relatives and friends, than I could 
have thought possible, considering the short time I 
had known him. 

But after sitting for a long time at the window, I 
thought it better to go on with my usual household 
employment, but determined to say nothing about the 
note, and to quietly wait whatever events should occur. 

When Mr. Mario came with the eminent surgeon, 
in the evening, the latter was not surprised, and de- 
scribed what had happened. He was willing also to 
certify cause of death, and Drabble added his testi- 
mony. 

All necessity for an inquest, therefore, was done 
away. Mario gave orders for the funeral. He told 
my uncle and aunt that I had been remembered in the 
will, which was in his office. He — Mario himself — 
was executor, and if I would come up to his house in 
town, his wife would be very glad to see me. This 
would be, of course, after the funeral. I said he was 
very kind, but uncle remained quite silent. The sur- 
geon had gone straight back, when he had written a 
memorandum containing the result of his examination 
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of the state of the body. But Mario had to see the 
Daventry undertakers, and so slept the night. When 
he went off he promised to return the fourth day, 
which was fixed for the interment. 

During the interval I saw Emily once or twice, 
and everything seemed to be as before. But, of 
course, there was a new idea in my mind, and it woke 
with me at early day, and remained with me whatever 
I did. How completely it mastered and coloured 
every other thought ! 

The funeral arrangements were plain but handsome. 
Before the coffin was closed I went in and took a last' 
farewell of one I had grown attached to, though after 
so short an acquaintance. Mario arriving on the 
settled day, the little procession left the inn in the 
early afternoon. My uncle and aunt and myself and 
the solicitor, all walked behind the coffin, and Martin, 
too, had come over from Grandborough, but was not 
suitably dressed to accompany us. The long street 
was sparsely occupied by the villagers. When the 
churchyard was reached, and Dr. Loftus met us at 
the gate, I observed Emily standing under a yew. 
The body was taken into the rather neglected fabric, 
which smelt of damp and worm-eaten green baize, and 
the pale scholar read the striking chapter of St. Paul 
with cultivated emphasis, and then we all gathered 
round the open grave. 
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At this moment a stranger was seen hurrying to 
the spot. He was a man of colour, but not very 
dark, and had good features ; was well grown too, 
though tending to stoutness. His clothes were black, 
but had evidently been bought at a ready-made shop, 
and were awkwardly cut. His hat was glossy, and 
the deep crape on it loose and baggy. The strange 
figure advanced with an aggressive step, pushed for- 
ward to the head of the grave, and, at the proper 
moment, threw his handful of earth on the coffin lid. 

I felt very strange. I was certain at once it was 
the son called Muzaffar Traill, though how he had got 
to Caldicote was indeed a mystery. 

A presentiment came over me that I was looking, 
for the first time, on one whose interests were, in a 
measure, antagonistic to my own. I involuntarily 
turned towards Emily ; her dark eyes, full of curiosity, 
were bent on every movement of the new-comer. She 
too might have felt an augury — a dreadful one of dis- 
tress ; but the future was mercifully hidden from her 
eyes. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

UP TO LONDON. 

The stranger remained behind at the grave after we 
had left. But we had only been a short time at home 
when he strode into the bar. 

" Are you the landlord?" he asked my uncle, speak- 
ing with a peculiar accent. 

" Yes, sir. Boston — Eli Boston — the landlord." 

" I am in search," said the other, " of the goods and 
papers of the deceased gentleman. As his son and 
lawful heir I claim his property." 

Mr. Mario was close by, and came forward. 

"My name is Mario. I am a solicitor. In me you see 
the sole executor of the will of the late Mr. Edward 
Traill. The property he left here I have removed to 
London, and have also secured in my house other 
boxes which were to have followed Mr. Traill into 
Shropshire, had he lived. If you will be good 
enough to come to my house in Bloomsbury to- 
morrow, about noon — or let us say the next day — 
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the will shall be read to you, and I shall then proceed 
to take out probate." 

An angry shade came over the young man's eyes, 

" And pray what connexion have you with the late 
honourable gentleman ? " he asked. 

Mr. Mario replied, " The legal firm, of which I am 
head, have, for many years, been confidential lawyers 
to the Traill family. I was summoned, as all these 
know, by Mr. Edward Traill to draw up his will, and 
it was duly executed according to form." 

" Don't try tricks," the other rejoined, " that is all 
I say. I have powerful interest, being known to 
princes and governors, and shall certainly crush my 
enemies." 

" Intemperate language," said Mr. Mario, "is quite 
out of place. You are invited to inspect the will, and 
to satisfy yourself as to what provisions it contains." 

" My father was a weak, dying man. Who knows 
what force or fraud was used with him? I am solitary 
son and heir. By the laws of civilised countries I suc- 
ceed to his goods and chattels. Those who oppose 
me will suffer." 

" If you should think yourself wronged the courts 
are open." 

" Courts ! " exclaimed the young man, with great 
scorn. " Yes, yes, and the judges sitting and waiting 
with open palms." 

E 2 
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With this remark Muzafifar bounced out of the 
house, and walked off along the high road towards 
London, intending, as we supposed, to take the first 
coach that passed him. 

We looked at each other as he left the house, 
and Mr. Mario smiled and said, " It is very strange 
that young man should be here. He must be Mr. 
Train's son. But the deceased gentleman told me he 
was in India, and provided for, with a good post at a 
native court." 

Presently Mr. Mario again proposed that I should 
go up to London with him, and stay at his house, 
where the will would be read, and where I should be 
at hand whilst probate was applied for. 

My uncle, however, had evidently not forgotten Mr. 
Mario's outburst of temper. 

" No," he said, " I will bring Alice up myself. You 
are good to ask her, but there is an inn at Holborn 
I always use, and we will call upon you from there. 
We shall be ready to-morrow morning." 

Mario looked annoyed, but he could only acquiesce 
in the plan, and went off by himself on the first coach 
that was available. 

Martin, who had ridden over on horseback, had 
business at Daventry, b,ut promised to come back to 
supper. 

I had to set to work at once to get things ready. 
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and to put up the two best dresses I possessed, and 
to retrim my best bonnet, for I had always been 
pretty good as a milliner. I had visited London in a 
country bumpkin sort of way, and it was associated 
in my mind with Sunday clothes. 

My aunt was most kind in helping. Once she said, in 
a low voice, after we had been silent awhile, "Alice, if 
the poor gentleman should turn out to have been rich, 
and has remembered you handsomely, you won't de- 
spise your old uncle and aunt ? " 

The tears sprang into my eyes. 

" O auntie ! " I cried, " you do not think so badly of 
me as to believe that a mere accident could change 
my heart ! " 

" That's all right," she answered cheerfully, but her 
words had sunk into my mind. And I felt a dread I 
could not express about Martin. He had seemed very 
pleased when my present was talked about, and viewed 
it as a windfall for me, which was likely to enable me 
to dress myself for some months at my own expense, 
and perhaps take a trip somewhere. But how would 
he feel if he knew of the expression, " the arrange- 
ments made in your favour " ? He must know, I 
said to myself. And so that evening, after supper, 
when he and I were in the garden, though I had 
firmly intended to keep the memorandum to myself, 
I showed it to Martin, 
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How vividly the scene returns ! 

He was dressed in a brown coat with brass buttons, 
breeches and leather gaiters, and he had tied his 
thonged riding-whip by its lash round his chest. 
We were in a walk near the apple espaliers, and he 
was in front of me. When he had read the paper he 
did not turn round, but held it in his hand, and still 
sauntered on. 

" Martin ! " I called out, " have you nothing to 
say?" 

When he looked at me I was really quite frightened. 
He was so pale. 

"What /> the matter?" 

He would not answer for some time, but I pressed 
him, and at last he got out, " I am in love with you, 
Alice, not with your money." 

"Well, dearest," I said, "who does not know that? 
When I first saw you were fond of me, where was Mr. 
Traill ? And who could have dreamed he would come 
here.?" 

" That is true," he rejoined, " but we have silently 
agreed not to make our understanding public, on 
account of my father. But if he hears of your having 
means, he will be sure to say, * Martin, this is the very 
thing for you, try and go in and carry off the heiress.' 
And then what will people think? Young Martin 
could not make up his mind till he heard of the rhino. 
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I shall look honourable, shan't I ? And this is sup- 
posing the best." 

" And what is the worst ? " I asked, laughing. 

"Well, perhaps, when you have had a lift in the 
world, you may look higher than a farmer." 

'* Martin, Martin!" I said reproachfully, for I felt 
hurt, though I knew he had not the least intention of 
expressing anything but a modest opinion of his own 
merits and position. 

When he saw I was pained, he caught me in his 
arms, and I felt his warm tears on my cheek. 

" I would sooner," he whispered, in a broken voice, 
" you had had a nice present, which you could have 
enjoyed, and have done with." 

I replied, "We really know nothing; all turns on 
a vague expression — * arrangements' ; and do believe, 
once for all" — I think I spoke passionately, for I felt 
strongly— '" that whatever happens, I shall remain 
Alice Boston — with Alice's heart, and Alice's 
fidelity." 

It was the time to speak ; and Martin said many 
gentle and kind things which I often repeated over 
to myself afterwards ; and I swore to him, in the 
rising moonlightand amongst theshadowing fruit-trees, 
that I would be his own love, in riches or in poverty, 
and would endeavour to double his joys and halve 
his sorrows — which was a thought Emily had given 
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me once, out of a German poetry book, and I was so 
glad to remember to use it this night. 

" It is cowardly to doubt," Martin said, as we turned 
towards the inn, " and I will now rely on you as much 
as I love you." 

When I went to bed I felt much happier about the 
future. It is no affectation, however, but simple truth, 
to say I hoped " arrangements " might mean a small 
but well-secured allowance, which would assist us 
materially in business, but not put me in a position 
noticeably different from that of Martin. And so, even 
before the money had got near me, it began to cause 
some anxiety. 

I had sent word, in the middle of my packing, 
to Emily, that I would come and see her next day, 
early in the morning. And so before seven o'clock I 
found my way down the village street, at the end of 
which I met my friend coming our way, with her great 
dog, Hector. Breaking resolutions is a bad habit, and, 
like other bad habits, the more it is indulged in the 
easier it becomes. Well — of course I did not intend 
to tell Emily about the note in poor Mr. TrailFs hand- 
writing, which I had found ; but having made an 
exception in Martin's case, it seemed more difficult to 
remain silent, and so — I did tell her. 

She jumped to golden conclusions. 

The East, with her, had lost nothing of its gems and 
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barbaric splendour, and she was firmly under the im- 
pression I should be a great heiress. 

I do not think I seriously believed her, but her 
fervid talking helped, with everything else that had 
occurred, to worry my brain a little. 

" And how about Martin ? " she asked, slily. 

" What do you mean, Emily ?. " I replied. 

" Can you make a prince of him ? Will not he do 
for an early attachment — a dream of the morning — 
a regret — a remembrance ? " 

" I am sure you are joking, or else I should be sadly 
hurt. What a poor, vapid creature people must think 
me, if they suppose that a windfall could suddenly 
change my nature, like a clap of thunder turning the 
small beer sour! No, I hope my heart is made of 
more durable stuff than to succumb to a gust of for- 
tune. But you are not in earnest, Emily. Look at 
your own case ; why, would prosperity cause you 
to cast aside Alonzo ? " 

" No, indeed. But he is destined for great things. 
However, never mind. Let us talk of something else. 
How deeply interesting the man of colour was at the 
burial ! That, of course, must be the Indian son Mr. 
Traill spoke of to you. But how did he get here? 
Alice, are you not afraid of him ? He will dispute the 
inheritance with you." 

" He was in such a pet afterwards, at the Pied Bull ; 
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asking where Mr. Traill's baggage was, and so cross 
with Mr. Mario. And then, off he bolted towards 
London without * with your leave or by your leave.' I 
am afraid he will give trouble. But the lawyer must 
fight him, if he is to be fought." 

" These wild Asiatic natures stick at nothing. Per- 
haps he will poison you." 

I was shocked at this, and felt a tremor pass through 
me ; and so turned towards Emily, and stared her in 
the face. I have often thought since that I observed 
quite a peculiar look pass over her features : but it is 
very difficult to know whether impressions of this 
kind are born after events, and transfer themselves 
to an earlier period, or whether presentiments really 
exist. 

However, I only said, " Do not talk of such horrid 
things." 

Then she turned to the subject of Mr. Mario. She 
spoke very eagerly : 

" Does your Mr. Mario spell his name with only an 

" M — a — r — 1 — o, his name is." 

"The great poet's name [I am afraid I had not 
heard of the fact] was, in his life-time, spelt some- 
times like that. But * 1 — o — w ' is more common. Has 
your man a son, do you know ? " 

" When he asked me to come up to his house, I 
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think he said his daughter was away, but that his son 
would be there." 

"His daughter would be away," repeated Emily, 
thoughtfully. ** Do your Marios ever go to Bognor ? " 

" I never heard they did." 

" I cannot say more. But great mysteries are 
closing around us. It is all wonderful. And, just 
at this juncture, my aunt, Miss Maude, has asked me 
to visit her. I do not mind leaving papa, because he 
is always so anxious that I should avail myself of 
seeing a little society. And nurse Jenkins is fond of 
the old man, and looks after him as she would after a 
child. Besides " 

And here Emily heaved a great sigh. 

" What was coming," I urged, " after * besides * ? " 

"Ah, dearest Alice, a little grief of my own. But 
it is a favourite belief of mine that those who are 
very wedded to books have scarcely time for other 
affections." 

" Do not say that ; I am sure your papa is very 
proud of you." 

" Well, well, let us hope so. But I wish he would 
show a little bit more love. Now mind, Alice, if 
your Marios are people who come to Bognor, be sure 
and come with them. It will be immense fun." 

We were in Emily's garden now : the delicate 
odour of flowers floated on the fresh morning air, 
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and a few of the birds were still full of song. Beyond 
the poplars the church tower rose, and the graves 
were in its shadow, amongst them the new one 
where we had laid the Indian gentleman. Emily and 
I both felt a little solemn ; some drama seemed be- 
ginning, we scarcely knew what. We tried to talk of 
trivial things, but they seemed out of place ; for, 
somehow, we were both impressed with the idea that 
the careless time was ending. 

When I took leave, Emily did not offer to accom- 
pany me any part of the way back, for she was 
anxious to pay all attention to her father, who was 
now stirring. I see her at this moment, in her straw 
hat, at the gate, with Hector standing beside her. 
She waves her farewell. 

We had chosen the Wonder to go by, and Martin 
had ridden over to see us start. Our things were put 
out on the margin of the road. 

To our surprise, the coach was a little late, and 
when it came, we were still more astonished to see 
Mr. Wilcocks alight. He walked with quite an un- 
steady step towards the inn, and my uncle sprang 
forward to accompany him. He had had an attack 
of vertigo, and was feeling badly. I, too, went back 
to see what could be done. And to us standing in 
the bar, Sutton, the guard, brought Martin. 

"Why, Mr. Wilcocks," he said, "here's the very 
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man. I am sure you are not well enough to go fur- 
ther. Mrs. Boston will set you right, and you will be 
as fresh as a carnation to-morrow morning." 

" Well," if you will drive," rejoined the coachman 
looking at Martin, " I have perfect confidence in you, 
and give you up my seat without an anxious thought. 
You have driven our Stag before now, and I know 
you for a workman." 

Martin was excited, but quite equal to the occa- 
sion. 

" I would do anything to oblige you, sir," he ex- 
claimed. 

" You must keep the pace up," Wilcocks whispered, 
'* we are rather behind. And be careful on Towcester 
Hills. Good-bye, and thank you, dear boy." 

There were two seats vacant behind the coach-box, 
and we were soon trotting full pace. Martin's broad 
shoulders, in his brown coat and brass buttons, were 
just in front of me, and he with his strong arms 
driving with great nerve and precision. 

At the first stage Sutton brought his watch to com- 
pare with the coach-clock fixed just under the box. 

"We are between seven and eight minutes late 
Mr. Welfare, that's all." 

" I will make it up," said Martin, " before we reach 
Barnet." 

I felt so happy. I had been the least bit piqued 
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at Emily saying, " O, Alonzo is destined for great 
things," and I inwardly remarked, but I hope not un- 
kindly, " It will be a good thing if he is, but I do not 
think Alonzo could drive the Wonder*^ 

We took a hackney coach from the Bull and Mouth 
and drove to the inn my uncle used in Holborn, or 
rather just out of Holborn — the Rose tavern. 
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CHAPTER VIIL 

IN BLOOMSBURY. 

I COULD not recall for a minute or two where I was 
when I awoke the next morning. The room seemed 
very dark, but when the blind was drawn up I saw 
the pink light on walls at some distance, and when I 
opened the window even the balm of a beautiful 
morning was not altogether absent. But the noise 
was particularly apparent after the stillness of Calde- 
cote. The tavern, indeed, stood in a paved alley 
where no carriages passed, but the roar of the main 
street had, I suppose, been going on long before I 
awoke. 

My uncle, though an old man, still possessed an 
active figure, and his short, iron-grey hair and well- 
shaven face gave him the appearance of having still 
some working years before him. He was dressed like 
a farmer, and though, of course, rural in aspect, there 
was nothing gaping or bewildered in his expression * 
and as I suppose my chief offence was rather too 
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much colour in my dress, we passed muster as occa- 
sional visitors of the metropolis. 

We had promised to be at lo, Charlotte Street, 
Bloomsbury, in the forenoon, and accordingly we bent 
our steps in that direction at the appointed time. 
The house was a corner one, and roomy — had been, 
perhaps, the residence of people of some position, for 
the woodwork of the doorway was handsome, and 
there were iron extinguishers fixed up on either side 
for putting out the links, when such things were 
used. 

The rooms were large, but gloomy, and the furni- 
ture excessively massive, the couches, for instance, 
being huge parallelograms of horse hair and maho- 
gany. What pictures were hung on the walls were in 
heavy gilt frames ; there were lofty mirrors also, and 
in the drawing-room a chandelier. 

The visitors first saw Mrs. Mario, who was a 
woman with sweet eyes, and a calm, pleasing expres- 
sion-; her hair streaked with grey and smoothed on 
her brow, giving her a comely look. But she was 
timid as a deer, and had difficulty at times in preserv- 
ing her self-possession. 

The daughter I knew was away, but I saw no son. 
I thought it civil to allude to the girl, and so I said I 
was very sorry to miss her. 

" Miss my daughter ? " repeated Mrs. Mario, in 
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rather a confused way. " Oh, yes, you would be 
likely to do that. It is very kind of you to think of 
her." And as I was close by, she pressed my 
hand. 

Very soon, Mr. Mario came in, and his presence 
visibly increased the nervousness of his wife. How- 
ever, he was very friendly, even to my uncle, of whose 
badly-concealed coldness of manner he took no 
notice. Presently, he proposed that we should come 
into his private room, and we were taken to one at 
the back of the house, which was fitted up with 
shelves for law-books, and had a large writing-table 
in its midst. There was a young clerk sitting there, 
with parchment documents before him. 

" I shall not wait long for Othello," said Mr. 
Mario, laughing, and taking out his watch. He had, 
however, no opportunity even of postponement, as 
the bell rang at once and a boy announced Mr 
Traill and Mr. Blott ; and Muzaffar entered, accom- 
panied by a small man, much pitted with the small- 
pox, and having only one eye. His olive-green coat 
was buttoned to the throat, and left only a limited 
expanse of black stock. 

" I have brought my legal adviser," said Traill, 
bowing all round, and pointing to his little com- 
panion. 

"Have you?" replied Mr. Mario, very rudely: 
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but, however, he motioned the new-comers to be 
seated. 

The young clerk then began to read out the will ; 
but he had a rough time of it, for Mario frequently 
interrupted with — 

** Ellis, do read more distinctly." " Ellis, you never 
will be able to read ; I do not hear more than half" 
" The wiirs all right, but you make fearful nonsense 
of it, Ellis." And so on. 

Muzaffar was much better dressed ; and though 
stout, flabbily stout, was rather a fine young man ; 
his features, too, were good, but the expression was 
cunning and suspicious, and to a certain degree 
repulsive ; though his close attention to what was 
said to him, and his prompt answers, gave the idea 
of good manners. 

What can I say about the will ? The whole scene 
appeared to me to be occurring to someone else. I 
was very excited and confused, but, of course, very 
gratified ; my sole cause for anxiety being how 
Martin would take the matter. I was determined in 
my own mind that we would only be well-off farmers, 
instead of struggling farmers ; and that nothing 
should make me desire any station in life but the 
one in which my best friend was placed. 

Poor Mr. Traill had insisted on putting into 
his will confessions he need not have made. That 
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he had wasted his time, wasted his money, and after 
a long and chequered career, had little to show. He 
could not think his life had been blessed, and the 
reason was that he had virtually said to evil, " Be 
thou my good." He then gave an account of what 
money he had in cash, and enumerated one or two 
jewels ; but specified that what wealth he possessed 
consisted in the rents of a tax-free estate which the 
Durbar or Native Council of the Rajpoot State he 
had served so long had, in accordance with the dying 
wishes of the Raja, conferred upon him. 

The title-deed or sunnud of this property would 
be found among his papers. 

He appointed Mario administrator of this jageer^ 
as it was called, but its revenue and the proceeds of 
all his other possessions he bequeathed to me, in 
remembrance, as he was good enough to say, but 
with some extravagance, of my kindness to him when 
he was ill ; and in remembrance also of a dream of 
his early life, which my personal appearance had 
brought vividly before him. Mr. Traill's son was 
only mentioned at the last. The testator said that 
he had left MuzaflFar in the occupation of a valuable 
post, and he was sure that in steady work alone 
would he find prosperity and happiness. He men- 
tioned that in the East he had given this son certain 
costly jewels, and he hoped he would keep them as 
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an heirloom in remembrance of his father. To obviate 
any objections to the disposal of \ki<t jageer^ or tax- 
free estate, Mr. Traill had executed a separate deed 
about it, making over his rights in it to me. As the 
grant was in perpetuity, it was naturally contemplated 
that he had that power. 

Muzaffar was very excited during the reading, 
especially, of course, at the parts referring to himself. 
Mr. Blott, however, kept him in check pretty well, 
discouraging all signs of chagrin. The Indian, not- 
withstanding, made a face of great contempt where 
It was indicated that hard work alone would secure 
his happiness. And at the mention of the costly 
jewels he had received, he burst out with the scornful 
remark — 

'* Oh yes, I dare say ! A few trashes with flaws." 

When Ellis had completed his unwelcome task — 
Mr. Mario concluding with saying he had never 
heard a document worse read — Mr. Blott asked to be 
allowed to inspect the will and deed of gift, which, 
of course, was permitted. Mr. Mario, however, quite 
suddenly, addressed him in the harshest of tones — 

" Pray, Mr. Blott, has your name been restored to 
the roll of solicitors ? " 

The little man's eye flashed with fire, as he replied 
with a snort — 

" Yes, it has ; if you wish to know particulars. And 
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I should be ashamed to ask questions for the mere 
pleasure of hearing myself talk." 

" I do not feel ashamed," remarked Mario, with 
perfect coolness. 

But Mr. Blott, though agitated, attended to 
business, and minutely examined the documents. 
Every care had, however, been taken with them ; and 
after some little whispering with Muzaffar, both the 
solicitor and his client walked straight out of the 
room, without even saying good morning. 

I felt sure Muzaffar was dying to give utterance to 
a passionate tirade and denunciation ; but calmer 
counsels prevailed. 

After the reading of the will, when we got back 
into the drawing-room, Mr. Mario came up to me and 
shook hands, congratulating rne warmly on my luck, 
and trusting I should live . many years to enjoy it. 
Mrs. Mario also said kind things, and my uncle took 
me in his arms and kissed me. But tears were in his 
eyes, and I felt sure he was afraid lest the money 
should in any way stand between us. 

I whispered, therefore, in his ear, " The same old 
Alice, uncle — God willing — till death." 

His face brightened, and he pressed my right hand 
in both of his. 

We were warmly urged to stay the mid-day meal, 
and consented to do so. 
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And in conversation at table, I said something 
about Muzaffar; that I hoped he would not work 
himself into a belief that he had been overreached, 
and that I was glad he seemed more accessible to 
reason. 

" He has fallen into the hands of an awful black- 
guard," said Mr. Mario, with vehemence ; " a fellow 
who has been kicked out of the profession once, but 
has managed to sneak back into it. Blott, however, 
is no fool, and of course understands that our position 
is assured, and that violence and ill-temper on the 
son's part only strengthen it. I am quite prepared 
for a change of front — flattery and friendship, and all 
the rest But we will keep Master Sambo at arm*s 
length. I must find out how he has got to England ; 
if he is on leave, we might get him recalled." 

In the course of the afternoon, Mr. Mario became 
very earnest that I should stay for a time as a guest 
in his house ; and Mrs. Mario joined in, with apparent 
cordiality. The solicitor pointed out that it would be 
a great convenience, my being on the spot when 
probate was taken out ; and also that, as he* should 
have to make full inquiries, and seek for advice as 
to his action in the matter of Mr. TrailFs landed 
estate from the India House, in Leadenhall Street, 
he should wish each step to be sanctioned by me 
personally. 
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My uncle evidently liked Mrs. Mario's appearance ; 
and, moreover, I thought I could observe in him a 
repugnance now to claim exclusive possession in me ; 
and so he began to say that I had certainly not had 
an outing for a long time, and there were many places 
I might like to visit in London ; — and so it ended in his 
quite acquiescing in the propriety of my staying for 
the present in Bloomsbury. Mrs. Mario showed us a 
large and comfortable bedroom, which she said would 
be at my disposal. I was to go back to the Rose 
with my uncle for the night, and the next forenoon 
was to take up a temporary abode in Charlotte 
Street. 

Dear uncle and myself went to the play, and saw 
Macready as Benedict in "Much Ado about Nothing'* ; 
and we had supper afterwards in Regent Street, and 
were quite dissipated in our country fashion. The 
next day I sent home word to my aunt to supply me 
with more clothing, and a message to Martin that I 
would write him a long letter directly. 

My uncle would not go back to Bloomsbury, but 
put me in a hackney coach with my box, and wishing 
me affectionately good-bye, he started off for Mark 
Lane. He was to stop one night more in town, and 
to leave early in the morning by the Wonder, 

Mrs. Mario was very kind on my arrival ; and I 
began to open out my things in my bedroom, and had 
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made myself most comfortable by the time that the 
bell rang for luncheon. 

Dinner was in the evening, because Mr. Mario was 
so much away in the middle of the day. We were 
just sitting down to table by ourselves — for the master 
of the house was out — when a hired vehicle drew up, 
and a young man, with a valise in his hand, alighted, 
and came straight into the dining-room. I was intro- 
duced to him, and he evidently knew my story, for he 
at once said, ** My father has told me all about you. ' 
This was the son, Eugene Mario, quite his mother^s 
son, and very unlike his other parent. He had chestnut 
hair, and pleasant, tranquil eyes, whilst his features 
were especially well shaped, and his whole face refined. 
His voice, too, was melodious. It struck one at first 
that he was too subdued. There was a gentleness 
about him which seemed to border on effeminacy. 

But I gradually came to see that when any topic 
occurred in which he took real interest, his manner 
changed, and he spoke with a decision that showed 
that he possessed the courage of conviction. He was 
evidently much attached to his mother, and in every 
way considered her feelings. 

He had been to Rochester in connexion with a 
suit, and he said, laughingly, " I promised my father 
I would devote myself solely to business, and so I 
took no sketching materials with me ; and of course, 
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as you do on such occasions, I saw some lovely 
things." 

I had heard of the cathedral and castle, and spoke 
of them. 

'* Ah ! not in my line," he answered. " I could only 
use objects like those for outlines in the distance. My 
taste is quite Dutch in its preference for a muddy 
creek in the Medway ; a rude bridge across a brook 
hurrying to the river; an old willow hanging awry 
from the sea-marsh ; a wind-mill crowning a sandy 
dune." 

" He paints in water-colours so nicely," his mother 
said, with pride. 

" No, scarcely that," Eugene replied. " I have the 
feeling for landscape, but the hand does not answer 
yet to the idea. And I am afraid, if I could devote 
myself entirely to the art, I should scarcely succeed, 
in the popular sense. Because the human is not my 
forte ; figures are impossible to me. There must be 
no drama ; simply nature. And if man and his fate 
and conditions are in the painter's mind — as of course 
they constantly are — the moral must be conveyed by 
allegory. Unless I, too, am met half-way, I must 
fail. Because if a spectator asks, * What is there in 
an old half- withered tree ? ' my only answer can be 
* Nothing, if you do not see something there for 
yourself " 
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He talked on in a pleasant way, without an atom 
of conceit, but in a strain which showed that he had 
a double life, and that his art-existence was to him a 
far more real thing than his law duties and his office 
routine. 

In the evening Mr. Mario laid himself out to be 
agreeable ; was attentive to his wife, polite to his son 
and hilarious and jocular with me, without in any way 
exceeding strict courtesy. 

There were one or two other people at dinner, and 
Mr. Mario was thus enabled, in the drawing-room 
afterwards, to have a little conversation with me apart. 
For music was tried, which engaged the others ; and 
we talked quietly in a comer. He dwelt chiefly on 
Eugene ; said that his abilities were good, and he 
considered his prospects of success fairly assured. It 
was difficult to get young men to settle down quite 
seriously to the business of life. 

Some were fond of sports, others of society, a few 
were dissipated. Eugene's temptations did not lie in 
any of these directions. His error consisted in ima- 
gining that he had a call to art. It was all nonsense 
really. The case was like that of poetry. Most boys 
supposed they could rhyme. They found " love " 
sounded like " dove," and " grass " like " ass," and they 
penned lines to a cushat, or to a donkey on a green. 
And then when they became informed that every 
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other sucking fool had done the same, they burst out 
laughing, and it was all over. He was not going to 
interfere with Eugene's pastime ; he should wait till 
the artist, like so many others, had discovered for 
himself that the only unfortunate thing about his pas- 
sion for painting was that he could not paint, and then 
disgust would end the scene. But when his brief 
monomania was once over, Eugene had good points, 
he thought, and would turn out well if he only came 
under salutary influences. This, and a good deal 
more of the same kind, was poured into my ear, and 
though I disagreed with both facts and inferences, I 
was not in a position, of course, to argue, but listened 
and smiled, the latter operation probably giving me 
rather a foolish aspect. 

The next day it was arranged that I was to go and 
see something — St. Paul's, I think it was — and Mrs. 
Mario excused herself on the score of being a bad 
walker, but said her husband had determined to spare 
the services of Eugene, and that he — the young man 
— would be most happy to devote himself to me. So 
on this occasion, and indeed for a day or two in suc- 
cession, Eugene and I were thrown together. He 
was exceedingly polite, but just as an old man of 
sixty might have been, never verging towards a com- 
pliment, or even a question indicative of the least 
personal interest. And I was thankful above measure 
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that it was so, for if he had been at all demonstrative, 
I had settled in my mind I would go home. But the 
fourth or fifth day of our excursions a curious inci- 
dent occurred. We had been, I remember, to the 
Colosseum, and had ascended in the lift (yes, really ; 
a very fusty, chintz-lined affair, but still — a lift) to 
see the Panorama of London, and took a turn after- 
wards in the grounds of Regent's Park, which were 
then being laid out ornamentally. We sat down at 
last on a bench, when the following very abrupt con- 
versation took place. 

Eugene suddenly looked towards me and said, in a 
voice determinately loud and distinct : 

" Miss Boston, you will think it a most extraordi- 
nary inquiry, but I will apologise afterwards for 
making it. Are you engaged to be married ? " 

Turning over in my thoughts that it would take 
time to explain to my companion the exact state of 
things, and feeling that I was really engaged as far 
as intention went, I simply answered : 

" Yes, Mr. Mario, I am." 

He jumped up from his seat, and with quite boyish 
gestures of delight, exclaimed, " I am so glad ! " 

Then, ashamed of his exuberance, he blushed a 
little, and finally said, " My conduct must seem 
strange, but if you have inclination to listen to me, I 
think I can make all clear." 
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I was quite willing to hear him, and, without em- 
barrassment, he proceeded to confide to me that the 
position of affairs at his home was very difficult. His 
father, he said, was in some respects a kind man ; 
that is to say, he was constantly thinking of what he 
supposed to be the true interests of his family. But 
being excessively self-willed and headstrong, he re- 
sented all opposition, and came at last to be abso- 
lutely cruel from complete disregard of the wishes of 
others. 

" You hear," Eugene went on, " of my sister Mar- 
garet, and she is described as being at present away, 
and the inference is left for you to make that she will 
return. 

" She will never return, I am afraid. 

" My father insisted on her accepting a man she 
neither loved nor respected. Whether she had a 
choice of her own I cannot positively say ; but at 
any rate, as the time approached for her to marry, 
she disappeared. I know where she is, and I hope 
she is happy ; but she has sought a refuge which 
involves the abandonment of all that is calculated to 
make life bright and enjoyable, in the usual accepta- 
tion of the word." 

" But had your mother no power to protect her, or 
to recommend kinder treatment ? " I asked. 

*' My mother," said he, " has an excellent nature. 
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I am deeply attached to her. But her character has 
been so completely subdued, first by great admiration 
for my father, and then by a desire that he should not 
be thwarted, that she has no power to do justice to 
her own heart I pity her most sincerely. In feeling, 
she is one with me and Margaret ; in action, she is 
not less than a traitor. But we forgive her, recognis- 
ing how deplorable her fate is. 

" And now," he added, '' I have such confidence in 
your face, and am so strengthened by what you have 
kindly confided to me, that I feel sure you will not be 
offended if I tell you what I may call the last intrigue 
set on foot in our unfortunate household. My father 
is most urgent that I should pay my addresses to 
you ; you will bear me out at once that I have never 
presumed to make even any show of doing so. First 
of all, because instinct assured me it would not be 
agreeable to yourself ; and, secondly, because — well, 
if it must be confessed — I am not a free man. I do 
not wish to attribute unworthy motives to my poor 
father, but it is patent that he is fully aware of your 
prospects, and would be anxious to secure, if you 
were willing, what he naturally considers an advan- 
tageous and desirable match for his son. But now, 
in your simple declaration that you are engaged, and 
I do not wish to ask a single word further — for I have 
no conceivable right to know — you have wonderfully 
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relieved me. I cannot tell how it was, but there was 
something in your manner — a certain cheerful self- 
reliance, perhaps — that put it into my head that there 
might be one to whom your affections were pledged, 
and I am infinitely pleased now that I took courage 
to ask you. 

"It may seem at first that all is henceforth plain 
sailing. I have only, with your permission, got to 
tell my father what you have told me, and the em- 
barrassment is over. 

" But, Miss Boston, there is something so conside- 
rate and kind about you, that I feel greatly drawn to 
ask your sympathy and assistance. 

" I will tell you my story, such as it is, later on, if 
you will condescend to listen to it. 

" But meanwhile, I may say so much ; my affaire de 
cceur is not in such a condition that it could be even 
hinted at to my father. If you knew me better, you 
would believe at once that I am not afraid for my- 
self. I have it quite within me to defy my father, 
and throw off his trammels altogether. I could face 
immediate poverty, and sit down to win gradually a 
competency by my own talents. I have secretly 
learnt at art schools a techn-ique I could apply to 
another class of work from that which my imagina- 
tion approves. But I have to consider my mother, my 
sister (whose return to this world is yet possible), and 
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may I add with delicacy, my lady love. My remain- 
ing at home is a protection to my mother, and I 
believe I am the only conceivable channel of recon- 
ciliation between Margaret and her father ; and, 
again, time and a little good fortune would ripen my 
tender dream into a practical possibility — might do 
so easily, I believe. 

** Therefore, it is just now of the highest importance 
to me to preserve the present position. And I 
thought, if it would not be distasteful to you for a 
short period to allow my frequent companionship, 
that my father might be lulled into supposing that 
our intimacy was progressing, and events would 
meanwhile be gradually developing themselves, and 
suggesting future action. This course would — I con- 
fess at once — necessitate the concealment from my 
father of your engagement, for the time being. And 
this negative disavowal might be painful to you, or 
you might disapprove of it. But I leave the matter 
entirely in yonr hands." 

After a little reflection, I said, " It does so 
happen, Mr. Mario, that certain reasons exist why 
I am anxious that my engagement should not be 
talked about But you have promised to give 
me some particulars of your attachment, and you 
will feel that as you are virtually asking me to 
become a party to it, it would be pleasant to me 
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to know more before I decide what we ought 
to do." 

" Of course— that is quite reasonable," he said, " and 
when we get home I will look over some notes which 
passed between us — between me, that is, and my Ad- 
miration — and just see how far I may go in my 
disclosures without incurring any breach of faith. 
But whatever is settled, I hope, from this day forward, 
I may be allowed to look on you as a sister, and that 
you will accept my friendship as that of a brother 
And if it might be * Alice,' and ' Eugene,' when we 
are by ourselves, instead of formalities, it would 
gratify me greatly." 

" I do not mind," I said. And we got up from the 
bench, and shook hands, like staid old people full of 
management and care. 



VOL. I. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



82 



CHAPTER IX. 

IMOGENE. 

Mr. Marlo supplied me with pocket-money and 
promised to establish an account between us. But 
very soon after the reading of the will, he informed 
me that he could not make out distinctly, from the 
papers in his possession, what the annual value of the 
tax-free estate in Rajputana was. There was a trans- 
lation of some old memoranda of receipts, but these 
seemed to vary with the character of the harvests. If 
he was to guess, he should put the income between 
;£'300 and £600 a year. But it would be better to 
state nothing more than that the property afforded a 
handsome annuity. I was very glad of this, because 
I did not want to alarm Martin's sensitiveness, or to 
give him any excuse for supposing our union unsuit- 
able. So in writing to him I tried to put the matter 
in a cheerful but uncertain light, by saying that it 
seemed likely I should turn out a farmer as well as he, 
and what would he think of visiting my property in 
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India by way of a honeymoon trip? He sent an 
answer full of affection, but scarcely alluded to the 
property further than expressing a hope that I should 
long enjoy my good luck. But the letter — and sub- 
sequent ones — were free from self-depreciation, and 
I felt sure Martin was trying to keep his promise of 
not doubting either himself or me. 

Partly on a river steamer, and partly in the Tower 
of London, Eugene told me the story of his first love. 
The localities do not sound romantic, but the theme 
was the old one, which will last, it may be supposed, 
as long as the planet. I was not altogether unpre- 
pared for what the disclosure turned out to be, because 
lights had been gradually dawning on me. I could 
not forget that Emily, with a feigned indifference, had 
been curious about the spelling of the name — " Mario." 
But, as yet, there was no hint of Bognor, nothing to 
connect Eugene, or any of his people, with that place. 
He. had never mentioned it; indeed, I suppose, pur- 
posely avoided doing so. The very evening, however, 
before Eugene obtained the opportunity of telling me 
what he was so anxious I should know, Mrs. Mario 
had approached me with a strange request. She 
began with saying that Mr. Mario was so much en- 
gaged with business, that she did not like to tease him 
about comparatively trivial matters, but that I — Alice 
— was a great favourite of her husband, and that he 
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was most anxious to meet my wishes in all reason- 
able ways. Now she, Mrs. Mario, was getting a little 
out of sorts, and weary of the London streets, and 
should dearly love a whiff of bracing sea-air, but felt a 
delicacy about proposing the trip to Mr. Mario, as she 
was not sure how he would take it. Would I, like a 
dear, just hint that a week or two on the coast would 
be very agreeable to me? Any quiet place would 
do — Bognor in Sussex, or some other well-situated 
village." 

I think I started perceptibly at the word Bognor, 
because it supplied a link in a small chain of evidence, 
and Mrs. Mario changed countenance. 

" Has Eugene," she said, " been talking to you on 
the subject ? I give you my word, he has not put me 
up to making the proposition to you." 

Poor dear lady ! I never thought he had, but from 
what I had learned, I could see plainly who had put 
her up to speaking, and I was quite convinced the 
conversation was part of a scheme concocted by Mr. 
Mario for bringing Eugene and me more closely 
together. So, for that night, I only replied I would 
seek a suitable opportunity to sound Mr. Mario's 
wishes. 

The next day, then, as I have said, came Eugene's 
revelations. He had met on the sands at Bognor — a 
place to which his people often resorted — an extremely 
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Striking girl, who was sketching near him ; and acci- 
dent leading to some comparison of their work, a 
casual friendship had sprung up which had deepened 
into something more serious, as time wore on and the 
chance meetings became premeditated and habitual. 
He would only allude at first to the object of his ad- 
miration as " Imogene." And this puzzled me a little, 
for my mind reverted to Shakespeare's Imogen, in 
which character I had seen Miss Helen Faucit ! But 
suddenly, the old ballad crossed my mind, and I 
called out, "Then you are Alonzo!" He laughed 
very much and answered, " Of course, I am," for it did 
not occur to him that I must, from my observation, 
know more than what he had told me. But when I 
added, " Your fair Imogene is my greatest friend," he 
was astonished beyond measure, and, indeed, quite 
taken aback. For it seemed that though Emily had 
told him her name, and the name of the aunt with 
whom she was living, her innate love of mystery had 
determined her to conceal her father's position and 
home, and she had described herself as the only 
daughter of a poor scholar of ancient race, living and 
studying in the wilds. The discovery that " Imogene" 
was Emily made me very anxious to visit Bognor, 
and I made up my mind that, in accordance with 
Mrs. Mario's request — though I did not believe it 
spontaneous — I would speak to the solicitor about 
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going there, feeling sure that he would not be in the 
least surprised at my doing so, but, on the contrary, 
would be prepared for the proposition. 

I, of course, knew Emily to be high-minded and 
pure ; and from what I had seen of Eugene, I was 
sure there was no harm in him. Still I did not like 
the clandestine nature of their acquaintance ; and I 
was convinced I could put the matter in such a light 
that Emily would not like it either. But I thought 
it better not to hint disapproval to Eugene ; first, 
because it was far too soon to begin preaching ; and 
then, I could not but remember that though there had 
been no exact concealment about my affection for 
Martin, still we had permitted — perhaps encouraged — 
a certain amount of reticence and obscurity to gather 
around it. It was pleasant to me to give Eugene 
some traits of Emily's fine nature; but, for the present, 
I would neither tell him who her father was, where 
she lived, nor how I had formed such a friendship 
with her. I thought I would see her first. But with 
respect to Bognor, I sought and found an early op- 
portunity of sounding Mr. Mario on the subject. I 
sought ? — or was the opportunity arranged for me ? 

At any rate, the very next day Mr. Mario came 
home to luncheon, and proposed we should go to the 
British Museum. He, and I, and Mrs. Mario and 
Eugene went together ; and Eugene soon became 
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absorbed in showing his mother things that he ad- 
mired ; and Mr. Mario and I were left to talk. 

I gradually turned the subject on the sea, and said, 
though I had been to Ramsgate for a day or two, I 
had never really satisfied my curiosity about it, and I 
was as eager as a child to get the chance some day of 
running down to the coast. He affected to laugh 
satirically, as if he had detected that I had allowed 
myself to become the dupe of others. 

" Alice ! " he said — " I must call you by your Chris- 
tian name, for I consider you my ward, and a ward I 
am very proud of — you must not think me unfeeling, 
but I shall not weigh my words with you. Anyone 
can see what Mrs. Mario is — a good-hearted woman, 
but as weak sls a reed. Indeed, though she has a sort 
of intellect in some things, there is a strong vein of 
cretinism running through her. Of course you are 
speaking at her request, and of course she is speaking 
at Eugene's request. They want you to ask me for 
a trip to Bognor. Eugene has reasons of his own for 
going there." 

My heart sank within me ; and I must have grown 
red and looked conscious. 

This wily fox, I thought within myself, has dis- 
covered the Alonzo and Imogene romance, and the 
unfortunate Eugene is quite mistaken in supposing 
he has concealed it. 
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I was therefore greatly relieved when Mr. Mario 
went on : 

" I know poor Eugene's dodges too well. 

" Dear mother wants a breath of sea-air. The real 
fact being that dear Eugene wants a rock, or a bush 
of tamarisk, or a bit of cliff with valerian growing on 
it. For he delights to sit before these objects, like a 
moon-struck Bedlamite, attempting to make nature 
ridiculous by caricaturing her with his inefficient pig- 
ments. Heaven help the boy ! Why cannot he buy 
a bunch of radishes at the greengrocer's and hang 
them up against the lamp-post, and daub away from 
the dining-room window till he is black in the face ? 

" Yes ! dear mother wants the breeze. But how is 
dear mother to come round darling father, who is a 
bit headstrong? Father's new ward — the girl with 
the Indian money — if she could be put up to wanting 
the breeze, all would be well. 

"So Alice is made a cat's paw of. Now Mrs. Mario 
did speak to you, did she not ?" 

" Yes," I said, " Mrs. Mario did tell me she wanted 
a change, and thought, if I asked, you would grant it. 
That is true. But it is just as true that Mrs. Mario 
looked wearied and worn ; and that I am particularly 
anxious to go to Bognor, which I hear is a pretty and 
quiet place." 

** Well, well, do not let us argue," he replied : " you 
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want to go to Bognor, and to Bognor you shall go. 
That's settled. Now let us change the subject. I 
want to ask you a few questions." 

And so, as he strolled along from room to room, he 
made a series of inquiries as to what I knew or re- 
collected of my origin. I told him that as far as 
memory went, the most distant event I could go back 
to was my arrival by cpach at the Pied Bull, 
Personally, I could not state from whence. "One's 
life," I added, laughing, " in one's own consciousness, 
must begin somewhere ; and mine began in being 
lifted out of the inside of a coach by my aunt." 

But I went on to say that I had learnt from my 
uncle, Eli Boston, that my father was his younger 
brother, Adam Boston. He, it seemed, had emigrated 
to the Swan River, where he had remained. And I 
had always understood that my mother died when I 
was born, and my father, a short time after he had 
sent me home to good Eli and his wife, was himself 
carried off. 

Did I recollect the Swans ? Certainly not, and did 
not think I had ever seen one, there or here. 

" Well now, Alice," Mr. Mario said, ** you see you had 
nothing to do with getting this money. It was an 
absolute windfall. I think once, in a bit of a temper, 
I hinted that your uncle or you had wheedled old Mr. 
Traill. But it was an infernal lie. Of course, you did 
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not Chance then, pure chance, has intervened in 
your case to slightly alter your position in life. And 
it will not be ingratitude but duty — plain duty — to 
gently sever the ties that bind you to the Pied Bull. 
They are not very strong ones. There was a hand- 
some young farmer knocking about the place there. 
He was present the day of the funeral, I noticed. 
And I privately asked your aunt if you were going 
to be married to him ; and she replied, not that she 
was aware of. So that is all right.'' 

I know now I ought to have interposed at this 
point. It was for me to have said my aunt was not 
in a position to answer for me on such a subject ; and 
it was wrong to shrink from boldly hinting, at least, 
that there was an understanding between me and 
Martin. 

But the truth is, I was offended at the way in 
which Mr. Mario spoke ; and what I felt for Martin 
seemed too sacred to be explained at a moment's 
notice to a stranger, whose character, I could not but 
suspect, was of the most calculating and dissembling 
kind. So I took no notice of the Martin part, but I 
answered — I think, with emotion, for my eyes filled 
with tears — " God forbid that I should ever cool in 
my gratitude to uncle or aunt, or be so base as to grow 
ashamed of them." Mario saw he had gone too far, 
or, as he probably put it to himself, too fast ; and he 
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at once said — with what he meant for a cheerful 
smile — " You would not be the Alice I take you to be 
if prosperity even hinted to you to give the cold 
shoulder to old friends. No, Alice is a true girl, or 
she is nothing. But you mistook me. I simply meant 
that with the advantages money will put in your way, 
your tastes will change ; and much that pleased and 
satisfied you before will do so no longer. Now don't 
answer me, because I see you are a little ruffled. You 
ought to marry advantageously ; you are physically 
nice, and your disposition is excellent, and the mqney 
ought to help. Many would be proud to have you for 
a daughter-in-law, and amongst the many you can in- 
clude, if you like, Salvator Mario. Now for the Greek 
vases. There's my wife going over them to please 
Eugene. Poor creature! She would much sooner 
examine a ewer and washing-hand basin in Tottenham 
Court Road. Come along, we will get up a little 
enthusiasm. I will tell you a safe thing to say : * The 
feeling in the figures is intensely Attic' Ha, ha. 
Come along." 

I did not value the compliments he had paid me 
one bit. I knew I was liked elsewhere ; and the re- 
collection kept me at once humble and proud. 

No further incident took place that afternoon ; 
but the next Saturday we started for Bognor. By 
** we" I mean Eugene and his mother, and I. Mr 
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Mario was to join us on that day week for the 
Sunday. 

It was a great pleasure to me to go ; for my uncle 
had written that I was to consider myself perfectly 
unfettered in my movements, and to make the most 
of my outing. And a letter had arrived from Martin 
too, expressing great delight in thinking I was enjoy- 
ing myself. 
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CHAPTER X. 

THE NAWAB. 

We went down to Bognor by a two-horse coach 
a single leader being added on hilly stages, producing 
the "Unicorn"of Martin's detestation. Bognor, in those 
days, was a very small place in reality, notwithstand- 
ing the ambitious designs of the enterprising Hotham ; 
and such it has remained, in spite of more recent 
attempts to change its character. A parallelogram of 
grass, bordered with shrubs and enclosed by iron rail- 
ings, was built round on three sides, but open to the 
sea ; and this, with a few detached cottages right and 
left, formed the quiet settlement. For the larger and 
more expensive fabrics were already untenanted, and 
" Ichabod" engraved on the inspirations of Hothamville. 
Mrs. Mario had a landlady in whom she trusted, and 
had written beforehand to secure her lodgings. They 
were situated in the square aforesaid, and had what 
might be called a side-glance of the sea, which de- 
veloped, of course, into an absolute view in the 
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verandah. Emily and her aunt were at church next 
day, and Emily waited at the door for me afterwards, 
and was most cordial. All excitement too ; for though 
I suspect she fully knew who my solicitor was, and 
his relation to her herft, she must exclaim, " Is it not 
wonderful that you should be putting up with Alonzo's 
family, of all people in the world ! Tell that brave 
youth that he must explain matters as well as he can, 
for I shall most certainly look you up this very after- 
noon. I know your number, of course." 

Fearing that his mother, though so well inclined to 
him — indeed, so truly fond of him — might not be able 
to stand firm under pressure of inquiries from his 
father, Eugene had thought it better not to mention 
his acquaintance with Emily to her at all ; and as 
he and Imogene had agreed not to bow on meeting, 
before people, Mrs. Mario did not even know Miss 
Loftus by sight. 

After luncheon, I told Eugene that Emily was 
coming, and we settled on a conversation with his 
mother. 

We went together into the drawing-room, and I 
began — 

" Mrs. Mario, I saw an old Warwickshire friend of 
the name of Loftus at church, and as she wished to 
call on me this afternoon, I took the liberty of saying 
you would be glad to see her." 
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*'My dear girl, any friend of yours is welcome," she 
replied with warmth. 

"Loftus !" cried Eugene, "then she is a young lady 
who is very fond of drawing, and to whom I have 
ventured to give a few hints. We have compared 
sketches on the beach, in the friendly way the man- 
ners of artistic Bohemia permit." 

" Are her people here ? " Mrs. "Mario asked. 

"She is staying with her aunt, Miss \ Maude," I 
replied. 

" O, I know that name. Miss Maude, a maiden 
lady, who lives in a very pretty cottage, called La 
Caserella — a much respected resident." 

"That must be the one." 

When Emily came, she was evidently prepared to 
act up to anything that Eugene suggested. 

I introduced her to Mrs. Mario, and Alonzo, with 
well-feigned hesitation said, " Miss Loftus, I think we 
have already made an art acquaintance. You kindly 
showed me your sketch-book on the beach." 

" Of course," Emily rejoined, " it was you I saw at 
work one afternoon." And she shook hands with him. 

I was quite ashamed of this masquerade, but the 
original mistake of concealment had rendered it 
necessary. 

Emily was very bright, and delighted Mrs. Mario 
greatly. 
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When she was leaving, I said, " I will walk part of 
the way with you for a little of our private hocus- 
pocus," and the loud tone in which I spoke was 
intended to give Eugene the hint not to offer to 
accompany us. 

When we had got a little way, my friend cried : 

" Now, Alice dear, I insist upon your coming and 
calling on my aunt. 1 have told her I saw a Caldico- 
tian in church, and she is quite expecting you." 

"Nothing would be so foolish, dear child," I replied, 
" as to shut one's eyes to certain social opinions, and 
then pretend that they did not exist. I live with my 
eyes and ears open, and perfectly understand the 
Pied Bull question. And though I shall be delighted 
to see you, whenever you can come to us, I shall not 
be a bit offended if you would rather I should leave 
Miss Maude in peace." 

It was fortunate there wets no one near us at the 
time, for the impulsive Emily simply put her arms 
round me, and then and there — kissed me. 

" It is just like you," she said, " to be so especially 
nice, but I tell you once for all, my aunt is not the 
least the person you suspect. She is what men would 
call ' a good fellow.' Mind, I could not state that 
pride was not at the bottom of her easy manners. I 
could not give a certificate that Evelina Maude does 
not consider her position so assured that she can do 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



THE NAWAB. 97 

as she likes. But the result is the same as if she was 
humble : she is not a bit stuck-up, and her motives 
are of no consequence to us. I tell you in perfect 
confidence, my aunt is silly, oh ! frightfully silly in 
some things — but very good-hearted. And Fosh is 
the model of her sex. But you do not know who 
Fosh is?" 

" Yes, I do, of course. You have often told me 
Miss Fosh is your aunfs companion." 

"Now I come to think of it, I am afraid I have 
mimicked her before you. It was very wicked of 
me. She is droll, undoubtedly, but a wise, good 
woman." 

** Well, Emily," I said, " I am glad things are turn- 
ing out £ts they are doing. And I hope you will not 
mind Mr. Eugene Mario escorting me when I call. 
Because I am sure your acquaintance with him ought 
to be put on a more open footing. We were like a 
parcel of buffoons to-day." 

Emily laughed very much — and declared that 
Alonzo had got through the business beautifully, and 
that if all trades failed, he might go on the stage. 

But I urged upon her that things could not remain 
as they were, and that her present position was not 
much better than that of a school girl, with her 
" letters to be left at the confectioner's." 

And as she seemed disposed to listen, and I felt a 

VOL. I. H 
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strong disposition to talk — not to say lecture — 1 
thought I had better go on. 

I told her of my compact with Eugene, and how 
sure I was he was sincerely attached to her ; and that 
as he was thoroughly steady and industrious, I could 
not think why a sober, happy, reasonable marriage 
should not be looming in the near future. 

" The elder Mario's silliness about my money," I 
said, "and the nice arrangement it would be for 
Eugene to share it, only awaits one ray of the real 
truth to melt away into thin air." 

I had informed her about the Indian estate, and 
the solicitor's scarcely disguised schemes, and the 
temporary measures adopted to keep the father quiet ; 
"but," I added, "you understand, the moment Eugene 
is prepared to come boldly forward about you, I will 
tell Martin to do the same about me, and the two 
explosions can take place simultaneously. I con- 
sider your prospects excellent, Emily. I believe, on 
the one hand, Mr. Mario would excuse the *penniless- 
ness' you are so fond of averring, for the sake of 
your * long pedigree' ; and on the other, dear Doctor 
Loftus would overlook the solicitor in a thoroughly 
worthy and affectionate young fellow." 

Emily did not appear to relish the quite common- 
place unravelling of a romance; but expressed herself 
very warmly about Eugene, and declared that the 
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more Alonzo was known the more he would be re- 
cognised as possessing the true attributes of a knight 
— courage, gentleness, and self-denial. 

Determined to improve the occasion, I went on as 
if the point was settled about Eugene calling with me. 

" As to etiquette and the right thing, of course you 
know much better than I, Emily. But if it is a liberty 
on Eugene*s part to escort me to your aunt's house, 
you have shown to-day you have plenty of ingenuity, 
and must make things straight" 

" We must not overdo pace," she replied; " a step at 
a time is enough. But, however, there must be a 
commencement. You may bring Eugene. Aunty 
and I are going for two days to a parsonage near 
Chichester, but come on Wednesday afternoon. I am 
rather afraid. But Eugene is sharp, and must take 
his cue from what I say. We must part here, or you 
will never find your road back. I will adhere to my 
resolution. Bring Alonzo ! " 

And she flew off. 

The next day, Monday, Eugene explained Bognor 
to me. 

Perhaps the principal event in the daily routine of 
the village was the arrival of the London coach — the 
Arundel — which reached the Black Lion about six in 
the evening. 

And so, after Eugene had shown me South Bersted 

II 2 
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church in the afternoon, he and Mrs. Mario and 1 — 
air three of us — strolled to the inn door to watch the 
spectacle. The vehicle duly arrived, and who should 
be sitting on the box seat, in a jaunty attitude, and 
with rather a sporting tone in his dress, but MuzafFar 
Traill ! 

As soon as he alighted, he came up to me, in the 
most cordial way, shook hands, and said it was a great 
pleasure to find me here. He had come down for sea- 
bathing and walks on the shore, as he felt he wanted 
a little change. 

I thought I had better introduce my friends, so I 
presented him, with a brief explanation, to Mrs. Mario, 
and then said who Eugene was. 

He was very polite to my hostess, and bowed 
courteously enough to the son, but eyed him at the 
same time very narrowly. 

I asked Traill where he was going to stay, and he 
replied that his friend Mr. Blott, who knew the place, 
had recommended him to take rooms at the Black 
Lion itself 

We talked for a while, and when the new arrival's 
luggage had been taken into the inn, we prepared to 
leave. I was a little behind the others, and MuzafFar 
said to me, in his odd dialect, or manner of speech : 

" I will soon pay my respects, Miss Alicia Boston : 
because I think now — we should be first-rate friends. 
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I call you just a saint, to sit by dying bed and soothe 
the last moments." Then in a lower tone, " Just a 
little heat at first about the will, but what of that ? 
I have dibs of my own ; and, of course, when two 
sides are fighting in the courts, there can be — what 
you call ? — a deed of peace ? " 

I suppose we women are naturally disposed, 
sometimes even foolishly, to agree to making up 
misunderstandings, and I accepted the overtures of a 
truce, perhaps too easily. He grasped at the olive 
branch, at any rate, quite eagerly ; for shortly after 
breakfast the next day there was a ring at the bell, 
and a card was brought in, on which was designed 
a small fish in gilt, and underneath the words 

" The Nawdb Muzaffar Trailir 

The visitor was shown into the drawing-room, and as 
he had asked for me, I prepared to go in, but per- 
suaded Mrs. Mario to accompany me. The young 
fellow was showily dressed, and his hair very much 
oiled. I have said his features were good ; — it was 
the expression that was unfavourable, . being sly 
and mean. He was very polite, indeed, too much so ; 
and after a little desultory conversation, pressed me 
to take a walk. I had intended going out with 
Eugene, and I said we would all three have a turn 
together. The Nawdb, as he called himself, looked 
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glum, but could not, of course, make any objection. 
As Eugene was a little absent, being on the watch for 
bits on the shore that would suit his pencil, I was 
occasionally thrown with Muzaffar rather apart 

"This Mr. Eugene now, is your phader's son, I 
think ? " Traill asked, confidentially. 

" Yes, his only son." 

" Has he money, perhaps, I wonder ? | 

" He is in his father's profession, and the firm is an 
old established one." 

^."His father has a sharp understanding. He is 
putting this and that together. You must look out 
against games and frauds. He has an eye to far- 
away. He thinks perhaps Indian money will help 
the business, and there are different ways of getting 
at it." 

This was rather impertinent for a first conversation, 
and so I answered curtly — 

" You must ask Mr. Mario, senior, himself, if you 
wish to know his views." 

And I stopped to look round for Eugene. He had 
a small drawing-book in his hand, and had opened 
it, at a sketch. 

" Miss Boston," he said, coming up, " here is the 
spot from which I took this thing. You see I brought 
in that dismantled guard-house, or whatever it is — 
about as much of the human as I can manage. 
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Man has disappeared, and given back to nature what 
he took from her." 

We all stopped, and Muzafifar, looking over Eugene's 
shoulder, exclaimed — 

" I do not understand this art myself, but my 
foolish eyes are clever enough to perceive that Mr. 
Eugene is wonderful in his skill. It is a great gift of 
the good God." 

After this, he pretended to be very friendly towards 
Eugene, and asked me no more questions, but soon 
began a very favourable account of himself. 
Amongst other things he said — 

" You saw, I should suppose, on my visiting card, 
a small gilt fish. That is sign of nobility. My 
mother's father, though residing, for convenience, in 
Rajpoot city, was connected, of course, with the royal 
family of Oudh. Arid I am thus of high descent and 
entitled to the rank of the Fish. You heard in the will 
read at your phader's house about my employment — 
my well-paid office and so on. My poor father ! 
He was good ; but he had also some low idccis in 
his mind. Work, work ! he kept bawling, like some 
bird with one note. But it is for others to work on 
behalf of the well-bom. However, never mind, I 
turned to my mother's family, and they supplied the 
funds. And this accounts that I am rich." 

There was a great deal more about himself, and 
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Eugene and I were getting very tired of him, but 
what could we do ? 

However, I had an opportunity, and I whispered 
to my friend, " For goodness' sake, do not ask him 
to lunch." 

Before we got home, we passed a little cottage, and 
in a sheltered garden in front of it, a pale but pretty 
girl was lying at length on an invalid's bed-carriage. 
An old or elderly woman was sitting near, and, 
standing close by, and holding one of the girl's hands, 
was a man, whom to my surprise I recognised as Mr. 
Blott. He nodded to Muzaffar, and the latter said to 
me, " That is my worthy legal agent. A clever fellow, 
but down here on sorrowful business. Daughter is 
very ill in her back, I think. If she should give up 
the ghost now, who need wonder ? Blott is weeping 
much, privately." 

I felt ashamed of the decidedly unfavourable 
opinion I had formed of Blott, and sorry that any- 
thing should have arisen to give me opponents ; and 
to show interest, asked who the female sitting there 
was. 

" That old woman is Mr. Blott's eldest sister," 
answered Muzaffar, " and takes care of the girl in this 
soft climate. Girl's mother is dead. Soft climate, you 
call ; but east wind, they say, can cut like a knife at 
times." 
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When we got home not a word was spoken to the 
Nawdb about coming in, and so he was forced to take 
leave. 

"The best of friends must part is one of your 
English sayings. But soon I think more friendships 
and conversations." 

With these words Muzafifar bowed and turned 
away from our door. 

" Eugene," I cried, " what are we to do ? We shall 
be talked to death." 

" There is a wind in the desert, I have read," he 
answered, laughing, " which blows till you cannot live 
any longer. Asphyxiated by the Nawdb Muzafifar 
Traill — what an end ! " 

" More to be feared by me, who have disinherited 
him," I remarked. " How Emily would love to 
have a * deadly foeman * ; though just at present it 
looks as if you could knock my foeman down with 
a canary's feather, he is so limply afifable." 

" It is very still before thunderstorms," said Eugene ; 
" perhaps we shall see him in other ctspects, before we 
have done with him." 
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CHAPTER XI. 

MISS MAUDE. 

The next day, under fear of our coloured acquaint- 
ance, Eugene and I sneaked out, directly after 
breakfast, to Felpham ; beyond there, in fact, to a 
little place called Middleton, possessing one of the 
many smallest churches in England. We had camp- 
stools, and I with a book, and Eugene with his 
drawing-block, amused ourselves in seclusion, though 
we had to keep an eye on the time, for we were to 
go to La Caserella at three o'clock. I had fully 
explained to Eugene that he v^as expected to ac- 
company me by, at any rate, one of the inmates of 
the cottage, and that same one was prepared to 
render him acceptable to Miss Maude, and that 
matters were then to take what course they pleased. 

" You know perfectly well," I said, " it is a step in 
the right direction, and that we are doing what we 
ought to do." 

He looked nervous, but evidently felt my words 
were true, and acquiesced in the arrangement. 
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The necessary firmness was in Eugene : put him 
with his back to the wall, and he would fight. When 
the struggle actually arrived, he was equal to it ; but 
his tranquil nature predisposed him to avoid or post- 
pone a crisis. 

A sudden call suggested hesitancy. 

All this I could plainly see, though my observations 
were formed from traits of his character he uncon- 
sciously gave in conversation. I could not help think- 
ing to myself — 

" You are a dear fellow, but you would not have 
got on the box of The Wonder at a moment^s notice." 

When we reached home, we learned the Nawdb 
had been to call, and had seemed, so the servant said, 
disappointed at not finding us. 

La Caserella was to the west of the village, and 
stood on slightly rising ground. The place was on 
a small scale, but well arranged and in excellent 
order. There was a front door actually on the road- 
way, but it communicated with the house by a 
covered way ; and the garden on the side towards the 
thoroughfare was well walled. We were shown into 
a drawing-room, one of whose front windows opened 
into a greenhouse, and the other, a large bay window, 
looked into a pretty garden. The side towards the 
sea had been firmly banked up and planted, and with 
their backs, if the expression may pass, to the salt air, 
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the flowers grew healthily. The lawn being on a 
slope, the protecting bank did not shut out the sea- 
view, and the only sound that invaded the still enclo- 
sure on a summer afternoon was that of the waves 
breaking on the shore. 

Sitting reading, in a comfortable arm-chair, was a 
lady dressed in a handsome silk, with rather a showy 
cap, a profusion of light auburn curls, and wearing a 
gold chain round her neck, as also a black ribbon ; 
the one securing a watch, the other attached to her 
gold pince-nez. She had on her fat white hands some 
handsome rings. There was another person in the 
room — a thin, wiry lady of an uncertain age, sitting 
bolt upright at a writing table. She was pale, and only 
olive-coloured where others would have been rosy, 
rather pitted with the small-pox, but her eyes were 
bead-like and bright, and she looked energetic. The 
tints of her costume were not well chosen, and there 
was an austere disregard of current fashions pervading 
its details. 

A glance told us that the first figure was the aunt, 
and the second her companion. 

As we were ushered in, Emily entered also, from 
the garden side. Leading me forward, she said to 
Miss Maude: "This is the heroine of the story I 
told you, the romantic Asiatic heiress of our village. 
Miss Alice Boston ; my aunt, Miss Maude." 
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" And here," she said, bringing forward Alonzo, " is 
the son of the heiress's lawyer. And I must tell you 
that I am surreptitiously acquainted with this gentle- 
man, Mr. Mario, junior, for he is an artist, and was 
good enough, on the beach, one day, to let me look 
over his shoulder, and catch a few hints from his 
method." 

We were then introduced also to Miss Fosh^ who, 
however, after a polite bow, did not leave her writing, 
but looked up occasionally, prepared to answer if 
anything was said to her. Miss Maude was an 
excessively attentive listener, and she in this way set 
us at our ease. For a reassuring self-confidence 
comes on, I think, when people find that what they 
say appears, at least, to interest. She spoke also 
very well — but quite in turn — herself, in rather high- 
flown language perhaps, but still with a certain gush- 
ing flow. 

" You have no connexion yourself with India, have 
you, Miss Boston ? " 

" No," I replied, " I am ashamed to say that with 
the exception of remembering that it occupies a large 
patch on the map of Asia, I scarcely know where the 
country is." 

" It is not familiar, of course. Elephants and pago- 
das, and trees of different shape to ours, and Brahmin 
girls descending steps with jars on their heads — that 
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is about all. And you really have a country house 
and park left you out there ? It must seem like a 
dream." 

" I am told by my lawyer that I have some sort of 
estate. But I have no idea what it is like ; I never 
heard of a house." 

" Perhaps a better sort of farmhouse^ or a petite 
maison — who knows? I suspect there must be a 
fabric. A kiosk, eh? That would be the oriental 
form, I dare say." 

Emily had begun talking to Eugene in a kind of 
sham, company way ; and Miss Maude's kindly ex- 
pressed interest in me had removed all constraint, 
when suddenly there was a ring at the bell, and 
shortly after the maid brought in a card, and the aunt, 
using her glasses, read out. 

The Nawdb Muzaffar TrailL 

I looked at Eugene, and he raised his eyebrows in 
bewildered astonishment. 

But Emily, jumping up, exclaimed : 

" It is very droll — his calling. Of course, he does 
not know English ways, but, aunty, this is the 
Prince, or whatever he is, the Indian son of the 
gentleman who left Alice her estate. I told you 
about him. Don't mention the will, it may annoy 
him." 
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Emily and I had been so much in the habit of 
communicating even the most trivial events to each 
other at Caldecote that I had written a note to 
await her return from the parsonage visit, telling her 
of Muzaffar's arrival by the coach and occupancy of 
rooms at the Black Lion. 

" O, pray show him in," cried Miss Maude, rising 
from her seat ceremoniously to receive the visitor. 

Muzaffar entered, and coming straight up to me, 
shook hands warmly. All I could do was to turn 
him at once towards Miss Maude, and present him as 
the son of the Mr. Traill who had been so kind to 
me. 

Miss Maude was not the least offended with the 
Indian's coolness ; and, indeed, I could plainly see, 
was taken with the charm of the unknown about him 
— a charm which must exist, or why should English 
people lay aside their habitual reserve only in favour 
of those of whom they know nothing, and who are 
utterly alien from themselves in ideas and behaviour ? 

Muzaffar bowed to the others, and sat down, and 
was inclined to talk exclusively to me, but I would 
not permit it, and said to Miss Maude : 

"This gentleman has just come from that India 
which we admitted to be mostly unfamiliar to us." 

" Had you a pleasant voyage. Prince ? " asked our 
hostess. 
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" Oh yes. Three months. That is fast voyage, I 
think!" 

" You had to receive sorrowful news." 

"You may say so. But if you must have an 
angel," he added, pointing to me, "here she sits. 
Holds sick man's hands, and acts the true daughter 
to him. I was too late. When my father left India, 
the doctor told me privately, * He is very bad.' Then 
I follow. But what was to see.^ Not even dead 
face. The coffin is nailed, and no more father for me 
till heaven and the saints." 

" And how does your Highness like our country ? " 

" Your country ! but my country too. I am a first- 
class European, on my father's side ; and otherwise of 
the royal family of Lucknow. I like the country very 
well. Some tricks, certainly, to get money; but 
these are played in India too." 

To my surprise. Miss Maude was immensely taken 
with Muzaflfar, and plied him with all sorts of 
questions about the country he had come from, the 
scenery, the houses, the daily life ; and he, on his part, 
answered away, and showed no symptom of depar- 
ture. I therefore nodded to Eugene, and we got up to 
go away ; while Emily, who was a close observer of 
faces, had divined from my expression that Muzaffar 
was bothering us, and said as we rose : 

" I am afraid I must keep back Miss Boston, I 
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have something to say to her ; and perhaps, Mr. Mario, 
you could be at the coach. If you can, I will bring 
her down to you there." 

I agreed to stay, and this divided the party, and 
the two men took leave together, though the Indian 
did not look at all pleased, evidently not relishing his 
companion. Miss Maude actually accompanied 
Muzaffar to the front door, and exclaimed to us, when 
she returned, " Is he not delightful ? So affable, and 
so intelligent. I hope I was polite enough ; but one 
is not accustomed to princes, and I felt nervous lest 
I should be neglecting any eastern etiquettes. Was 
it right to be uncovered ? Or ought I to have had on 
a veil or something ? " 

A very quiet, but rather harsh voice remarked, " I 
think he ought to have had a veil on." 

" What do you mean, Cornelia ? " asked Miss 
Maude, turning to Miss Fosh, who had been the 
speaker. 

" It is so unusual to have a face like that, and to 
white people, at least, recalls queer trades — coal and 
chimneys." 

" O, Emily," cried Miss Maude, raising her hands 
and eyebrows, " is not Cornelia prosaic ? Is it not 
possible to fire her with one spark of romance ? " 

Then turning to Miss Fosh, " What would you do ? " 
she said, " if his Highness were to come some day in 
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his robes, necklaced with emeralds, dripping with 
diamonds, and should give you a cashmere shawl ? " 

" I should give it back" replied the quiet voice, "till 
I knew how he had come by it." 

" Incorrigible ! Cornelia. Fancy never sat by your 
cradle, weaving chaplets to place round your baby 
brow." 

" No, thank goodness ! " was the unimpassioned 
response. 

" O, Emily, my child ! " again burst out Miss Maude, 
" his Highness is a darling." 

I thought it as well to say that, as far as I knew, 
Muzaffar was only in an office ; and that I never 
heard Mr. Traill allude to him as a person of any rank 
whatever. 

" O, I quite believe the young man himself," said 
Miss Maude. " I completely understood him to 
mention his mother as of royal blood. And then 
he was so sweet to you, Miss Boston. For I sup- 
pose the will was a little disappointment to him. 
But he thought only of your kindness to his poor 
father." 

" He seems now, certainly," I replied, " to have for- 
given me. But Mr. Traill had not overlooked his 
claims. He spoke of his son's good appointment, 
and the Prince, as you call him, himself told me he 
had money of his own." 
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" But, aunty," Emily interrupted, " you have not 
said anything about the other young man." 

" Mr. Mario, junior " (aunty never forgot names), 
**he seemed amiable and harmless. Draws too, 
did you not say? Boats, lighthouses, and so on, 
I suppose. Nice, clean amusement. I pronounce 
him passable, and in no way deleterious." 

Emily looked at me, and burst into a laugh. I 
was kept till nearly coach-time, and Miss Maude took 
me into the greenhouse and garden, and showed me 
her flowers, of which she was extremely fond. 

At last, Emily and I started for the usual evening 
entertainment, and, on the way to the Black Liotiy 
my friend told me about Miss Fosh. "She is in- 
valuable to my aunt, because, though to all intents 
and purposes really a housekeeper, having a small 
income of her own she is quite independent. This 
is just the thing. For if she was a mere subordinate, 
aunty would be sometimes too indulgent, and on 
other occasions, perhaps, neglectful. But Miss Fosh 
heeds neither sunshine nor storm. She is never rude 
— never quarrels — but will not acquiesce unless she 
agrees. And though she is undoubtedly common- 
place, she has a good eye for character and much 
common sense. She is both reason and conscience to 
aunty." 

When we got to the inn, Eugene was there to meet 
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US, but, alas ! our Indian acquaintance too ; and we 
could get rid of him no more. 

We went and listened to a small string-band, and 
later on, we took Emily back to her door. 

I was a little cross with Muzaffar's persecution, and 
on parting, I whispered into my friend's ear : 

" I wish I could get rid of this black thing follow- 
ing me ! " 

"Your shadow?" answered Emily, laughing. 
" You cannot jump out of your shadow." 

Alas ! was he my shadow only? 
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CHAPTER XII. 

MARLO'S VISITS. 

For the next two days we were a good deal 
troubled with Muzaffar. His presence was tiresome 
in this way. Now that I was at Bognor, and Eugene 
had been introduced to Miss Maude, there was no 
reason, of course, why Emily should not be frequently 
with us ; and, as was quite natural, she wished to talk 
to her Alonzo, and I was not so much wanted. This 
would have been of no consequence if we three had 
had only ourselves to arrange for ; I could have read 
a magazine, or a book, and I had Martin to think of 
— for a swain. But when the Indian joined us (and he 
would search us out all over the place), Eugene's 
attentions to Emily left me to my dark admirer ; for 
I suppose I must so call him, as he was incessantly 
complimenting me. Emily would come sometimes to 
the rescue, and then Muzaffar seemed to dislike my 
being with Eugene. On the Friday afternoon, how- 
ever, the Nawdb said he was most anxious to see the 
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capital cities of Europe, and that he was going for a 
very short visit to Paris. 

" My agent, Blott, is of course to accompany^ 
because at first my French might have a curious 
accent, and Blott, who speaks this fine language, can 
help." 

Muzaffar did not really speak one word of French ; 
For when I hoped he would enjoy himself, in a sen- 
tence which, if pronounced in a Daventry fashion, 
must in some sort have been intelligible, he looked 
bewildered. I .translated it, however, and then he 
delivered himself of a compliment I dare say he 
thought very effective. 

" I shall look round for sweet faces, but expect I 
am leaving the sweetest." 

I did not even turn in his direction, and allowed 
the favourable opinion to fall as flat as possible. 

On Saturday evening we assembled at the Black 
Lion to receive Mr. Salvator Mario, and, by agreement, 
Emily was present. The solicitor was, or feigned to 
be, in high spirits ; and when I introduced my friend 
as the daughter of the vicar of Caldicote, he was 
extremely polite, and said he had noticed, when down 
at the village, what a distinguished-looking man her 
father was. I observed, however, that Mario glanced 
ver}'^ keenly at Emily ; for he seemed to have accus- 
tomed himself to supposing the most trivial event had 
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an outward appearance and an inner meaning. It 
was convenient to us that Mr. Mario should have no, 
reason to conclude at once that I was nothing to 
Eugene, or he to me. And therefore, perhaps, I went 
rather out of my way to exhibit a friendliness with 
Mario, junior, but our unreserved frankness may not 
really have been a good resemblance of love, for I 
could see the father was disappointed. 

I told Mr. Mario, in the evening, about our having 
had Muzaffar down at Bognor, and he said Mrs. 
Mario had written to him and given the news. And 
when I added Mr. Blott had been down too, he 
declared he knew that also. This seemed odd 
because I was not aware that Mrs. Mario had ever 
heard Blotfs name. I had not mentioned him to her, 
as she asked nothing about the reading of the will, or 
who was present, and, as I concluded, took no interest 
in the matter. But when I further alluded to the Paris 
trip, Mario started, and seemed eager and curious as 
to what I was saying. 

" I had not heard that," he exclaimed. " They are 
up to something. I have not made it out yet. Do 
you like the Indian ? " 

" I do not wish to be unkind ; but he is rather a 
nuisance." 

" What, a little too much of him ? " 

" He follows us about." 
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" Who is ^ US ' ? " 

** Your son and myself and Miss Loftus." 

" Indeed — and is Sambo struck with Miss Loftus ? " 

"There has hardly been time to be struck with 
anyone — but " 

" But what ? " 

" Well," I replied, laughing, " I get the compliments 
but I should be quite willing to make them over to 
someone else." 

" I told you," said Mr. Mario, " we should come in 
for a little coaxing and flattery, by way of a change. 
What puzzles me is, where all the money comes from. 
However, we shall see what we shall see. And how 
has the artist been going on ? Have you encouraged 
him to caricature nature ? I suppose he has been at 
it — transferring a rock to his sketch-book, eh ? I wish 
he would visit the rocks that lie a mile from the shore, 
and bring us some prawns." 

" Ah, you must not be unkind. You have sent him 
here for a holiday, and why should he not amuse him- 
self?" 

Mario seemed pleased at my defending his son, and 
rejoined : 

" If I could only get him what I call well placed 
in life, he might do what he liked with his 
leisure." 

" But surely," I said^ " if he is to be in your firm, he 
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will have an adequate maintenance, and he is very 
steady." 

The father looked at me attentively, to judge, I 
think, whether I was really feeling an interest in 
Eugene's prospects, and then rejoined, with some 
earnestness : 

" Of course, you cannot quite understand, but the 
position of a solicitor is likely to become more impor- 
tant. People are rather sick of giving fees to two sets 
of lawyers, and in the future will perhaps require a 
solicitor to answer questions himself he now refers to 
counsel. Then our business is a quiet, respectable 
connexion ; sufficient, but not speculative. It requires 
nursing, and even with nursing, would supply a reliable 
income only — not wealth. I do not expect I shall 
ever be rich. Our constituents are mostly timid, and 
a risky policy would alarm them. Yet without risk, 
what hits are we likely to make ? Things being thus, 
with an addled artist at the head of affairs, stagnation 
would speedily ensue. And in these days of stir and 
bustle, stagnation means putridity, miasma, death." 

" Not so bad as that, I hope," I interrupted, smiling. 

" I put it in an exaggerated way," Mario rejoined, 
" to fix your attention. But it is very necessary, Alice, 
if you have any pity for Eugene or any concern for 
his fate, that you should assist me in rousing him up 
from his muddling dreams. If he could put a little 
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money into the concern, it might keep going well. 
And then, with a secured future, let him daub rocks, 
and rustic bridges, and tumble-down mills to his 
heart's content." 

I gradually changed the subject, for I did not wish 
to push putting Mr. Mario a little off the scent (which 
seemed, under the circumstances, allowable) into 
serious dissimulation. 

On the Sunday morning he came to me and said, 
"If your friend is at church, get her to come out for a 
walk with us in the afternoon." 

I am sure he proposed this with the object of 
judging for himself what was the state of affairs 
between us three. 

I had a few minutes with Emily after the service, 
and she promised to come ; but she suggested a line 
of action. " Mr. Mario," she said, " if I judge him 
aright from what you have told me, will expect us to 
try and conceal from him our feelings towards each 
other. If you walk with Eugene, the father will 
think you do it to please him. I will stick to 
Eugene, and our attachment will be less likely to 
be suspected." 

I agreed to do what she liked. 

Emily came about three, and we started for a walk 
on the sands towards Pagham. Alonzo and his 
Imogene were in front, and I walked by Mr. Mario's 
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side ; the wife was not up to a long stroll. He talked 
a good deal about my Indian estate. He had been 
to the India House, and had seen a gentleman who 
knew the part of the country where the rent-free land 
was situated. This person was of opinion that an 
English proprietor could make more of it probably 
than a native, chiefly in the direction of sparing the 
soil from a too rapid rotation of crops ; and that if 
money was well laid out in irrigation, the uncertainty 
of the seasons might be guarded against. Agency 
was the difficulty. A steady English agent would 
be very expensive ; an unsteady one no better than a 
native ; and a native — capable very likely, but not 
necessarily trustworthy." 

The subject of land was easier to me than that of 
books — perhaps, from my relations to my uncle and 
Martin, and I pretty well understood all Mr. Mario 
said. 

" Another thing my friend told me," he continued, 
" is that the Government of India discourage native 
princes, as far as possible, from alienating portions of 
their revenue by grants. But still, there our grant is. 
The deed of gift is regular, and I believe our position 
to be perfectly firm." 

When we turned at last my companion suggested 
that we should change partners, and it seemed only 
reasonable. 
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" I must pay some attention to your friend," he 
whispered ; " you walk with Eugene." 

This I agreed to do, and Emily fell to the father. 

We had got quite back, and had turned to escort 
Emily to her door, when, in the lane, between two 
cottages, we met a singular-looking man. He was 
short and stout, and had on a loose paletot and a very 
high hat with narrow brims. His satin scarf, then 
worn very full and secured by two pins connected 
through a chain, had been of a showy colour, but was 
faded. His face, of a mottled red, was clean-shaven 
throughout, and his hair, of straw tinge, gave little 
indication of his age. This man took no notice of us, 
and yet there was a certain expression in his eyes 
betraying recognition, over which he did not exercise 
complete control, and which, even in the brief moment 
of passing, I could not but distinctly notice. And 
after tea that evening, when Eugene and I spoke of 
going to church, Mr. Mario would not accompany us. 
So we went alone, but met Emily there, and when 
service was over we took a turn eastwards, along the 
shore, and soon came to a rather desolate corner, 
where stood a dismantled cottage. It was dusk, but 
figures were quite discernible at a little distance, and 
I observed two men talking together in the rough, 
disused garden-ground round the untenanted place. 
The sound of footsteps caused them to separate, and 
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one came our way, but the other one certainly wore 
the tall hat I had noticed in the afternoon. 

The man who approached us was Mr. Mario. 

" I have been asking a passer-by," he said as he 
came up, " what that cottage was. It belonged to the 
coast-guard, but was built too near the sea, or the sea 
has advanced too near it. No one can stay there in a 
storm from the south-west" 

We expressed ourselves as gratified with this infor- 
mation, and all walked together, soon getting on other 
topics. I did not want to appear curious about Mr. 
Mario's movements, and so I said nothing about the 
man with the tall hat to anyone. 

The solicitor went back to town the next day, and 
when I saw Emily I asked what he had talked about 
on the sands. 

" I do not know what to think," she said, " whether 
our little schemes answered or not. Your lawyer 
friend did not seem to be unduly inquisitive, but at 
the end, when I came to sum up what he had got out 
of me, I am afraid I had told him that I had no 
money — that my father was a scholar but not ambi- 
tious — that relations stood rather apart, and my pro- 
spects were nil. Dear, dear ! I am humiliated to 
remember also that I disclosed that Miss Maude's 
property went back to her father's family. One gets 
into a babbling mood sometimes, and everything 
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comes out. I have ingenuity, but not the necessary 
reticence, Alice ; you have the reticence, and it is a 
precious gift." 

'' What you tell me," I answered, " does look as if 
Mr. Mario had in some way noticed that Eugene liked 
you, but I have not tried the wily one on the subject 
of birth yet. We must give him a little dose of 
Loftus, and see how he takes it — and its effects.'* 

Emily laughed, but I could discern that she was 
uneasy. 

After our first visit to La Caserella, Miss Maude 
had promptly called on Mrs. Mario; the courtesy was 
returned and free intercourse established. 

The Nawdb, pleased with the attention he had re- 
ceived from the maiden lady, had been there once or 
twice again before he started for Paris. The French 
capital was not so near us in those days, and there- 
fore when Muzaffar turned up again on the Friday 
evening — the day week he had set out — we knew he 
could only have stayed a very short time in the city. 
He did seem, however, to have been there, but for 
some special object. For he had not visited the 
public buildings, though he was full of the sights of 
the streets. 

I think it was the day before he returned that I re- 
ceived a letter. It was rather an untidy one, fastened 
with a wafer. The post-mark was that of a small 
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town in Sussex, but inside there was no address or 
date. Simply these words written : 

" Your influence on Eugene is good. Urge him to 
come manfully forward. Anastasia." 

When I read what was put down, I thought how 
Emily would have delighted to have had a communi- 
cation of the sort. Mysterious, however, as it might 
seem, I cannot say I was greatly puzzled. I expected, 
indeed, that Eugene would allude to it, but he did not. 
His silence, notwithstanding, could not alter the cur- 
rent of my thoughts. There was a member of the 
Mario family who was seldom mentioned, and yet 
Eugene had said, in so many words, that the where- 
abouts of that member was not a secret, at any rate 
to all. And a kind of instinct told me that home and 
its little politics were still dear to that member, and 
that it would be likely to soothe her to give expres- 
sion to the affectionate interest. 

I felt it a strange privilege to be introduced, as it 
were, to that unknown, unseen personality. I was in- 
wardly assured that the aid of good advice in pro- 
moting the happiness of dear Emily would come 
from this invisible quarter, and I cherished the first 
of what I was convinced would be a series of friendly 
communications as a holy secret. 

I settled not to mention the circumstance of the 
letter either to Eugene or Emily. 
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Muzaffar renewed his attentions to us on the Satur- 
day, and took no notice of the rebuff we had more 
than once given, by omitting, even on the very 
doorstep, to ask him into the house. 

I could not disguise from myself that he was what 
is called " paying his addresses " to me. All I could 
do was to subject him to as strong a course of dis- 
couragement as my nature would permit. I am not 
good at saying stinging things, or indeed using any 
expression calculated to wound ; pity comes in, 
which I have been told is a sign of weakness, and 
perhaps it is so. 

However, I took no notice of compliments, and 
when he spoke of hope and despair, and so on, 
and wished I could see his heart and what his real 
feelings were, I told him he had better enjoy his 
holiday and go back to India, and buckle down to 
work. 

He was very cross, but I only laughed ; and he saw 
that sulking would not do any good. 

When Sunday came, and Mr. Mario was with us 
again, the Nawdb called in the afternoon to propose 
a walk, and made up vigorously to the solicitor. 

He talked a good deal about the estate, and pro- 
fessed to give Mario some valuable hints as to its 
management ; told him that the sub-tenants would 
be very troublesome, unless a capable and upright 
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agent was appointed ; that the present country-born 
manager, Mr. Pinto, was too easy, and offered to give 
the name of a Hindoo, who was suited to the office. 
" Hindoos," he said, " are better at accounts and 
bargains, and buying and selling, and so on, than the 
Mussulman." 

Mario, however, would not entertain his offer. 

This talk took place at our lodgings, and when we 
walked out, Emily, Eugene, and I were in front, and 
Muzaffar with Mr. Mario behind. I caught a word 
every now and then which seemed to show that the 
conversation was still on the rent-free property. But 
I gradually joined in on the topic that my two com- 
panions chanced to be discussing, and was not think- 
ing of those behind us, when suddenly a very angry 
tone startled me. I turned round and saw Muzaffar 
with a furious face, standing up, almost on tip- 
toe, before Mr. Mario, and exhibiting quite a hostile 
attitude. 

Eugene at once went to his father's aid, but Mario 
was perfectly calm. 

" What do you know about the jewels ? You 
second-class Europeans think you can insult all men. 
You will find otherwise," exclaimed Muzaffar. 

Mr. Mario said, " Please to stand out of my way. 
The worst of talking to foreigners is that they do not 
know our language, and misunderstand what we say." 
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The NawAb had had time to feel that he had made 
a mistake, and was playing the wrong game : so, with 
a great effort, he effected a sudden change in his 
manner. 

" If there has been any misunderstanding I am 
sorry ; I beg pardon. But I thought you had 
thrown an insult upon me." 

Mr. Mario replied very distinctly and mea- 
suredly — 

"In your father's will it was mentioned that he 
had given you certain jewels. I asked if you were 
now living on what they had produced. Where was 
the insult ? " 

" Well, well, keep cool, like a good man. You used 
a new speech, * jewel-money,' and I thought within 
myself, this is a curious word and intended to 
insult. Hence my heat." 

Muzaffar had regained control of himself, but a 
little rage still lingered, like the last clap in a 
thunderstorm, and turning to Eugene, he growled 
out — 

" No grounds, I think, for your interference." 

" I came to defend my father," said Eugene. 

" Better wait lest you have to defend yourself." 

" Always ready to do that," rejoined the other. 

I asked Mr. Mario afterwards the exact words he 
had used, and he answered, " I said nothing but that 
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I supposed the Nawdb^s income now was * jewel- 
money.' " 

I was astonished to observe that Muzaffar's out- 
break was followed apparently by great terror; he 
was white and trembling. And then came on regret, 
resulting probably from feeling that he had made a 
mistake, which to his thinking would doubtless rank 
in heinousness above an offence. 

But he was so apologetic and contrite that at last 
we had, outwardly at least, to forgive him. 

As we were nearing home, I saw advancing towards 
us the short, stout man with the tall hat. I was 
behind the others, with Muzaffar. The strange figure 
took no notice of the three in front, but raised his 
hat very respectfully to my companion. 

" Who is that little person ? " I asked. 

" That ? He is Mr. Blotfs clerk, named, I think, a 
certain Mr. Tippins. He has come, perhaps, to see 
how his sick girl is doing. He runs here and there 
for Blott." 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

BLACK SUNDAY. 

Martin continued to write in good spirits ; he was 
so pleased I was enjoying myself. I had told him, in 
a comical way, of his dusky rival, and he had replied 
in the same vein, " I would ask him to put on the 
gloves with me, and see who was the better man. 
But he has not been brought up to that sort of thing, 
I expect, and he looks puffy ; it would not be fair." 

As my absence was so well understood down in 
Warwickshire, and Mrs. Mario was very urgent with 
me to stay, I was not in a hurry to move. 

But clouds were blowing up of which I had no 
suspicion. 

And things happened in so accumulative a fashion, 
the very next Sunday, that I gave it in my recollec- 
tion the name of " Black Sunday." The post brought 
me two letters, and both of them caused great anxiety. 
One was from my uncle, Eli Boston, and the other 
from Martin. I kept the more precious one for a 
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treat, and opened my uncle's. The contents annoyed 
me exceedingly. 

Of course, in a village neighbourhood, news of at 
all an unusual character spreads rapidly, and often 
enough with exaggeration. And I conclude my 
having had money left me was a good deal talked 
about in and near Caldicote. My uncle^s communi- 
cation was to the purport that old Welfare had driven 
over fronl Grandborough to have an interview with 
him. After a rather long introduction, in which he 
spoke well of himself and of his son, and of the honest 
race of yeomen from which he declared himself de- 
scended, Mr. Welfare had stated that he was thinking 
of associating the younger Martin more closely with 
himself in the business of farming and horse-breeding 
(the latter in especial relation to harness-horses), and 
that, as a farm with a house capable of being much 
improved would become vacant at Michaelmas, in- 
stead of looking out for a new tenant, he had proposed 
to put Martin in. The coaching trade, in that part of 
the country, was coming to an end ; but he had 
entered into a negotiation with a large London firm 
•engaged in the livery-stable business, for the supply 
of carriage-horses for the streets and the park ; and 
he thought prospects were fairly good, and, by the 
judicious expenditure of a little capital, a certain 
'return sufficiently remunerative might be expected. 
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But, of course, if Martin was to set up in this way, he 
would want a wife. Now, knowing that Boston had 
a young niece, and — to be quite frank and open — 
hearing that the young lady had come in for money, 
he felt drawn to proposing, in a brotherly spirit, that 
the two families should form an alliance. He thought 
(though he, perhaps, was not the one to say it) that 
Martin Welfare, junior, would pass in a crowd for 
inches and good looks, and it was a matter of notoriety 
that Miss Boston was the belle of Caldicote. So, on 
such grounds, no objection seemed likely. And if it 
was pleasant to Eli Boston himself, the young people 
might be now considered engaged, and the marriage 
could take place as soon as the farm was vacant. 

My uncle added, on his own account, that he con- 
sidered the elder Welfare's ideas of doing matrimonial 
business certainly original ; and, under different cfr- 
cumstances, I might well be offended at the supposi- 
tion that I could be disposed of like a bale of 
goods. 

But in point of fact, he — my uncle — could not 
pretend that he had not observed that the younger 
Martin was much struck with me ; and he had no 
reason whatever for supposing that the attachment 
(if it existed) was unwelcome to myself. 

And if I and Martin felt inclined to overlook the 
old man's off-hand ways, and to forgive his headstrong 
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dictation, and take advantage of his wishes to carry 
out our own, all he could say was that he — Eli — would 
put no obstacle in our way; and that both he and 
partner would give their blessing to a match they 
thought promised every happiness. There was, how- 
ever, one point to which he must allude, though, as 
far as he could see, it need have little or no effect on 
our prospects. The fifth of November was my birth- 
day, and I should, on that occasion, be one-and- 
twenty. He had always intended to mark the anni- 
versary on which I became my own mistress by a 
brief narrative of facts. They were facts bearing on 
the story of his dead brother, who had gone out to 
the Swan River never to return. 

It would be right, he thought, that in case of a 
marriage being settled, my future husband and his 
family should know the facts also. But he could not 
believe that these disclosures would in any way 
seriously affect my position. 

It had been a mere fancy of his to speak of these 
matters on my twenty-first birthday. Of course, he 
could easily say at once all he had to say. And if I 
preferred that he should do so, it would perhaps be as 
well that I should return home. 

I dreaded to open Martin's letter after perusal of 
the other. I knew that hardly anything could have 
happened that he would like less than his father 
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making these officious proposals, and more especially 
when the time of making them was exactly coincident 
with the general rumour that I had come in for a 
moderate fortune. 

I might well dread ! Martinis letter was full of pain 
and distress, and of regrets too. For he accused him- 
self of poltroonery in not openly declaring himself my 
lover, and expressed his belief that if he had done so 
our position would have been better. Supposing his 
father had refused assent at first, the money would 
have softened him, doubtless ; and our love would 
have been rewarded for its constancy and disinterest- 
edness, and would have stood out bright and noble 
before the world. 

His father had told him of the nature of the inter- 
view with Mr. Boston, at Caldicote, and the disclosure 
had led to an actual quarrel between them. 

He considered the perfunctory way in which his 
father was anxious to push on the marriage as most 
insulting to me and degrading to himself, because it 
was putting him forward as actuated by mere merce- 
nary motives. 

His father was certainly to be opposed. 

In one of two ways. 

Either he should be let to pursue his own obstinate 
way, and press for a reply from Boston. 

My uncle would of course have to ask me, and I 
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was to refuse the proffered match. He, Martin, would 
perfectly understand his apparent rejection, and would 
wait, in loving confidence, for better days. 

Or else, if I liked, he would decline to fall in with 
his father's plan, and would propose to leave the 
country for a while, under the excuse of seeing whether 
farming was likely to succeed in Canada. Most pro- 
bably his father would object to providing money for 
the trip. If he did so object, it would be pleasant to 
him (Martin) to put himself under a great obligation 
to me, and if I would lend him a sufficient sum, he 
would work with his hands, if necessary, to repay 
it. It should be a debt of honour, and, as such, one 
he could not get off settling, even if I was to wish to 
excuse him. 

Martin wrote a good letter, because he put down 
anything that occurred to him ; self-consciousness 
was entirely absent, and simplicity and frankness 
prevailed. 

But the actual manual labour of a long confab 
on paper was irksome to him, and I saw, by the 
length of the communication, how moved he was. 

I was gratified that he made no excuse about the 
loan ; it was a mark of confidence belonging more to 
relations than to lovers. 

And another thing pleased me exceedingly, though 
the source of pleasure may seem strange to some. It 
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was that Martin took for granted that our marriage 
was an ultimate certainty. And yet, really, I do not 
think he had ever proposed to me ! In the orchard, 
that night, he had been explicit enough about loving 
me ; and I had admitted that what he felt for me, I 
felt for him. 

But I do not remember any distinct question being 
put to me, to which I could have said " Yes," or, if I 
had preferred it, " No." 

I will touch on this point hereafter. 

Naturally, I was very much upset by my letters, 
and had to exert my utmost power of self-control 
and reticence. I was determined to take no step till 
I had looked at the question in all its aspects. 

Mr. Mario had come down as usual, but on this 
Sunday forenoon would not go to church, and started 
for a walk as we left the door. When we assembled 
at luncheon, he was evidently put out ; became 
moody and silent, and did not surprise me when he 
intimated a wish that he and I should take a walk 
without the others. 

" I presume," he said, " you have asked Miss Loftus 
to come out this afternoon ? " 

" I have done so." 

" Then she must be content with a slower or shorter 
airing for once, and Mrs. Mario will accompany her. 
Eugene can escort them. I do not think he imitates 
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nature on Sundays. And we will go by ourselves, as 
I have business matters to touch upon." 

We walked on the Chichester Road. I remember 
the fact by this : every now and then we got a view 
of a lovely stretch of country, and at other times 
caught the spire — the old spire not yet fallen — of the 
Cathedral. And I could not but think of my union 
with dear Martin, which Wcis the principal object in 
my landscape of the future, though occasionally 
hidden, if the metaphor may pass, by hedgerows and 
intervening banks. 

Mr. Mario had to tell me that, from sources of infor- 
mation he could not doubt, he was convinced that 
Muzaffar was bent upon obtaining the rent-free estate 
which had been left to me. He had found out that 
Mr. Blott contemplated going out to India. 

" I have seen," he said, " a copy of a letter from 
one Ram Sahai, who seems to be an attendant on 
such a court of justice as they would be likely to 
have in the state where the elder Mr. Traill held 
office. This man, a Hindoo, as I take it, knows 
English well, and is proud of his acquirement The 
letter is interlarded, here and there, with Indian 
phrases written in the Persian character, which, of 
course, I can neither have transcribed nor understand. 
They probably refer to details of the scheme ; but the 
general purport is, that if an English lawyer is sent 
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out, he, with Ram Sahai's assistance, will be able to 
overawe the Durbar, or native council of administra- 
tion on behalf of the Raja, a minor ; and to dispute 
the right of deed of gift, in a case where a son has a 
valid and opposing claim." 

I thought it right to intimate to Mr. Mario that in 
addition to the compliments I had mentioned, and 
which perhaps might count as oriental verbiage, 
Muzaffar had been markedly attentive to me ; and 
that, though I had given him every discouragement, 
I could not be deceived in supposing he intended to 
pay his addresses to me. 

" You mean," said Mr. Mario, " that it seems 
strange, if he is trying to oust you, that he should be 
making up to you." 

" Yes ; it appears so double." 

" From what I am told, these Indians are all too 
clever by half, and in their desire to have more than 
one string to their bow, act in apparently contradic- 
tory manners. My idea is this. Young Traill sets 
before him the estate. That must be got somehow. If 
he could marry Miss Boston (forgive my even men- 
tioning such a supposition), the estate would come to 
him through her. But not to let the time be lost in 
these long, formal, English wooings, a claim must be 
forthwith secretly put forward on the spot, which may 
secure the property on other grounds. So if a certain 
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lady says * Yes/ the point is gained. And if * No/ 
still there is a good chance through the fears and 
bewilderment of the Durbar.. He does not think he 
is doing you any harm ; because, if you like, you can 
have him and estate too." 

" If I had a brother/' I replied, angrily, " he would 
not dare to think of me." 

" My dear Alice, I will take care of you ; or, if I 
am away, Eugene. For I must tell you that I think 
I shall have to go myself to India to protect your 
interests. I expect this Blott will start soon. We 
are well on in August, and the shipping season will 
commence in September. And I would go by the 
first ship to get ahead of Blott. I do not know a 
word of the lingo, but neither does he ; and I must 
trust to some Ram Sahai the Second to take my 
part, as the first has taken his." 

" But will it not be a sad loss of time to you ? " I 
asked. " I trust, at any rate, that you will fully com- 
pensate yourself out of my resources for any injury 
to your business an absence may cause." 

" That is, of course, a part of the subject I am 
anxious to speak to you about. I have told you that 
the work of our firm is in a large measure that of rou- 
tine. Whatever may be done hereafter, at present 
we have engaged in no speculative schemes. I have 
it in my mind to take both Eugene and Mr. Dun- 
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stable, my head clerk, into partnership with me. That 
is to say, I shall give them a certain percentage 
on the profits of the business, instead of salaries. 
Eugene, though in my opinion a dreamer, which 
is a wretched thing to be, is, to give him his due, re- 
spectable ; and I think he and Dunstable will be 
able to keep the old concern quite straight. I shall 
only be away for the winter, and hope to return in 
the earlysummer. I could not possibly, in any way, 
neglect your welfare." 

At this word I caught sight of the cathedral — 
thought of my hopes, and inwardly smiled to consider 
how little Mr. Mario knew the full value of what he 
was saying. 

"I take the greatest interest in you," he added, 
" and sincerely hope that that interest may, in the 
most natural way, become much deeper." 

I felt a traitor not to speak out ; but I could not 
possibly explain all at that moment. 

" Now," he said, " I will give you a little account of 
how matters stand. I have told you probate has been 
taken out. Some jewels Mr. Traill brought home 
with him have been entrusted to Catchpole. I have 
his full acknowledgment of the deposit, and for the 
present, I think they had better be left where they 
are. Oriental stones are often large, but the jewellers 
out in those parts are not particular, and cut them 
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badly, and, moreover, overlook flaws which would 
damage them in London. Care and skill are re- 
quired. The expenses of the funeral and my own in 
connexion with the will have been paid. You, 
personally, have had just a little cash ; and I find a 
balance at the bank of about nine hundred pounds — 
upwards of that sum, indeed. You are not of age till 
the fifth of November, and, therefore, I could use my 
discretion in employing part of your property in de- 
fence of another portion ; but we act perfectly in 
unison, as a father and his daughter might, and I think 
you will agree with me that five hundred pounds is 
not too much to devote to baffling the machinations 
of this bad young fellow. 

" I shall be strictly economical ; but for voyage, 
journeys, keep, etc., three hundred pounds will not be 
more than enough. And I must have a margin to 
treat oriental officials, if necessary, in oriental fashion. 
But you will have four hundred pounds at disposal ; 
and the jewels — though I recommend you not to 
touch them — would afford security for raising money 
if any emergency should arise." 

I was thinking, whilst Mr. Mario was speaking, 
only of Martin ; but the money left with me seemed 
ample for the loan he had spoken of, and any little 
wants of my own, and I replied, " There will be plenty 
for me. What is tiresome, however, is that we 
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should be compelled to take these expensive steps for 
self-protection simply on account of Muzaffar's can- 
tankerous ways." 

" It is certainly most tiresome," said Mr. Mario, 
" and I shall endeavour to get some compensation 
from the Durbar ; for I believe I can show that your 
claim is not open to any really tenable objection." 

When we returned, we found that the Nawdb had 
called just in time to accompany Mrs. Mario and the 
other two, and was very inquisitive as to where I 
was, and then, what reason there had been for break- 
ing up the party into two divisions. 

They had put him off with vague answers. 

I thought it better to keep the outcome of my con- 
versation with Mr. Mario to myself, at any rate till I 
had had time to ponder on the subject fully and 
satisfactorily. Even now I can recall with almost 
painful minuteness the tumult of my thoughts when 
I went to bed that night. 

The two letters of the morning ; Mr. Mario's dis- 
covery about Blott's mission, and his own determina- 
tion to face the Durbar ; my uncle's hints that 
something must be told, as I gathered, about my 
poor father ; then the complications about my own 
prospects — about those of Emily, those of Eugene ; 
all worked together till an overpowering perplexity 
weighed on my brain. 
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With regard to my own troubles — my rccison told 
me that by far the simplest way to deal with them 
would be to feign a refusal of the proposed match, as 
Martin had suggested. I was absolutely certain in my 
own mind of the dear fellow's fidelity ; that he 
would not the least misunderstand me, that he would 
bide his time, and that ultimately it would be a very 
easy thing to explain a ruse which circumstances 
excused — nay, had rendered necessary. But no ; let 
anyone call it weakness who likes, I could not bring 
myself to trifle with my love, and, whatever happened, 
I determined, not even as it were in jest, would I 
repudiate a union with Martin. That scheme, then, 
being impossible to my mind, certainly the next best 
was that Martin should leave the country for a while. 
It would make old Mr. Welfare see that he was not 
going to have everything his own way; it would 
frighten him about losing Martin, and, moreover, 
would impress upon the father the value of the son, 
for the latter was of much more use and importance 
than the first was willing to think or allow. 

But what about Emily and Eugene ? It would not 
do to allow Mr. Mario to go away for so long without 
some explanation as to how matters stood between 
the two. 

And then, when Mr. Mario was told. Miss Maude 
must be told also — and what would she say ? 

VOL. I. L 
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I should have to speak also about the loan to Mar- 
tin, and that would bring out my engagement ; but, 
indeed, at any rate, I should have enlightened Mr. 
Mario on that head, to drive away all his ill-considered 
ideas about Eugene and myself. 

And when our love matters came out, Muzaffar 
would be enraged, and would exert himself still more 
against Mr. Mario ; perhaps, would go out and put 
the Durbar up to disputing the will and the deed of 
gift by disseminating falsehoods as to undue influence, 
death-bed weakness, cajoling, and the like. 
What an embroglio ! 

And with thought coming after thought through 
my mind, I lay awake. 

Half a gale had sprung up, and the wind piped in 
the chimney and rattled the windows. At a distance, 
the sea thundered on the beach. During a pause in 
the gusts I heard a clock strike two. 

And I had been so happy and thoughtless at the 
Pied Bull. The darkest distress in the night had 
never exceeded an anxiety that the home-brewed ale 
should prosper in the small hours when it was manu- 
factured. A shilling or two a week for wool or 
occasional gloves and ribbons was my income then ; 
and now I was lending money for an adventure, and 
could not sleep for worries and confusions. I really 
said out aloud, " Oh ! bother my good luck ! " 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

THE TIME HAD COME. 

Next morning I found, and was very glad to find, 
that Mr. Mario had not started again for London, 
but was going to remain with us over Monday. And 
directly after breakfast, pleading an engagement with 
Emily, I hurried off to La Caserella. I found my 
friend practising on the piano, and Miss Fosh doing 
accounts. The aunt was not up. I told Emily I had 
something to talk over with her, and wanted her to 
come to some quiet spot before Muzaffar could get 
an opportunity of proposing to accompany us. 
Emily ran up to dress. 

And Miss Fosh looked up from her writing, and 
said, in her dry, quiet voice, 

" He is very much here." 

My thoughts were wandering, and I asked, " Who 
is here ? " 

She answered, " The coloured clerk." 

For an instant I did not know who was meant. 

L 2 
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" O, Mr. Traill," I cried, laughing, when I recog- 
nised the allusion. 

" Yes, Miss Maude is amazingly taken with him," 
continued Miss Fosh," and* highnesses' him in excess. 
She has a kind heart and feels for strangers in a new 
place. But then, they need not come, need they?" 

" No," I answered, " and this particular one had far 
better have stayed in his own country." 

" That's what I say about the Jews," remarked Miss 
Fosh, " who call at our door sometimes. Miss Maude 
says, * if they are converted, we must take a few steel 
pens, a little sealing-wax and so on, and in this 
way she collects a great deal of inferior stationery. 
But my view is, let them be converted of course, that 
is very nice, but why not live in Jerusalem or 
Damascus ? " 

" Yes, indeed," said I. 

" I fear the end in this case," murmured Miss Fosh, 
" lest it should be abrupt, preceded by a request for 
pecuniary assistance." 

" He seems to have money," I remarked ; " indeed, 
Mr. Mario, my lawyer and friend, is in perplexity 
where he gets so much." 

" H'm ! we must hope it is all right," observed Miss 
Fosh. "But I wish there was less disposition to 
grasp at the hands of unusual persons simply because 
they are unusual. It takes a year or two to be mode- 
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rately intimate with plain people, but a bond of 
eternal friendship is formed in an afternoon with 
mountebanks." 

I said, " I am afraid there is a good deal of truth in 
that." I always felt anxious to bear witness that Mr. 
Traill had not forgotten his son, and so added : 

" His Highness, if he must be so in this house '' 

Miss Fosh interrupted with " I, personally, do not 
require it." 

" Well, Muzaffar Traill, then, has no reason to be 
dissatisfied with his position. His father distinctly 
said he was in a sphere where alone he was likely to 
be happy, one of well- remunerated work." 

" Oh yes," exclaimed Miss Fosh, suddenly, con- 
fusing the subject of our conversation with West 
Indian associations, " They are naturally idle. Take 
away his whip from massa, and Lily-white dines off 
pumpkin, and goes to sleep under a plantain ! " 

After this burst of local colour, intercourse might 
have become entangled and difficult, but fortu- 
nately Emily appeared. 

We took the road to Felpham. 

The high wind of the night had gone down with the 
tide, and the new flow came smiling up, as innocently 
as if seas had never done any mischief to ships or 
lives. The collectors of weed and shell, however, 
were abroad. 
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When we got to the pretty churchyard of Felpham 
we sat quietly in the shade and had a grand talk. 

I did not touch yet on the Martin difficulties in de- 
tail, but I explained fully the necessity which seemed 
to have arisen for Mr. Mario to go out to the East, and 
said that on the whole I thought the time had come 
to disclose to the solicitor, in confidence, my relations 
with Martin, so that he might not go away under any 
sort of idea that Eugene and I should ultimately come 
to terms. 

And then I added fervently that, for her own hap- 
piness and that of Eugene, I could not but believe it 
would be far better that Mr. Mario should be told ot 
the state of things between herself and his son. 

I said, ** You know, dear, you have advantages of 
birth, and the solicitor may be disposed to think it 
would be a great honour to have a Loftus for a 
daughter-in-law, as indeed it would." 

I spoke quite sincerely, for the farmers, in those 
days, stuck up for the old families. " I am, however, 
quite in ignorance," I went on, " as to what your poor 
father will say, when you come to tell himr 

"The same absence of anribition which has kept 
him a poor scholar — the same devotion to books 
which has, with him, always made family matters a 
secondary consideration — will cause him to welcome 
any settlement of my future which does not seem in- 
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compatible with my personal happiness. I do not 
anticipate trouble from him. But about my aunt I 
am not so sure. However, she has no authority ; she 
can only discourage." 

I was very glad to find, from what Emily then told 
me, that Eugene was quite prepared to tell the whole 
story to his father. 

" You have heard about Margaret, have you not ? " 
asked she. 

" Yes, I know generally that, sooner than marry a 
man she did not love, she left home." 

"Just so. And now I gather that unless recon- 
ciliation takes place soon, it will be useless, so far as 
restoring the girl to her family goes. 

"Eugene, therefore, sounded his father lately on the 
point, but found him inexorable. He has become, in 
consequence, less anxious about keeping on good 
terms with Mr. Mario. The only thing is that it 
would grieve me dreadfully if poor Eugene's love for 
me should be the cause of real injury to his prospects 
in life." 

" But, dearest, I understand you to be actually 
engaged to him. Whether such a promise should 
have taken place privately it is too late to ask now. 
We have duties to our hearts as well as to our 
relatives. You need not plan anything precipitate. 
If Mr. Mario should be angry and unwilling to give 
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his consent, you can wait You would neither of you 
dream of giving the other up. So that the point 
really narrows to this. When Mr. Mario is going on 
a long journey, full, obviously, of possible adventures 
and dangers, is it not right he should be told of your 
position to his son ? If he consents, that will be one 
grand step towards your happiness, though other 
obstacles might remain, and marriage might be for 
some time postponed. 

" If he does not consent, nothing can happen. You 
will remain engaged with no definite prospect of 
settlement. That sort of uncertainty will be better 
than the present one. My disclosure will finally 
remove me out of the calculations — calculations sug- 
gested only, I am afraid, by Mr. Traill's will. This 
circumstance may help." 

It was very pleasant to me to find Emily so free 
from romance and flightiness ; and I could see, by her 
serious manner and her willingness to hear arguments, 
that her love was deep. 

Well, it ended in my being commissioned by my 
dear friend to give the necessary permission to 
Eugene to speak to his father. For it seemed that 
the young fellow, since he had found that reconcilia- 
tion between his father and his sister was impossible 
or most unlikely, was quite willing, if Emily allowed 
him, to brave all storms, and claim his right to form 
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an attachment for himself, and on such a subject as 
that of marriage to think and act for himself inde- 
pendently, if necessary, of mere family influence. 

The plan was that Eugene was to have an interview 
with his father that evening, and mine was to take 
place the next morning, for we had found out that 
Mr. Mario was not going to London till Wednesday. 

I sincerely hoped I might be able to assist Emily's 
cause, both by what I had to say about myself, and 
by exalting the Loftus family, praising my friend, 
and mentioning the high respect the Vicar of Caldi- 
cote was held in, notwithstanding that he was a 
recluse, and in few respects suited for parochial work. 
If all went well, it would then only remain for Emily 
to write to her father, and to speak to Miss Maude. 

Our feelings were very mixed. We knew we were 
doing right. I had no reason to boast ; Emily was 
just as high-minded as I was, but perhaps her love of 
mystery had concealed from her, more than from me, 
a want of self-respect in the acting which, in a certain 
sense, had been forced upon us. 

We longed to breathe freely, but yet we could not 
but know that the air must be cleared by an explo- 
sion. 

We stood, as it were, with fuses in our hands, and 
trembled a little — naturally enough — at firing the 
train. 
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But the sweet morning soothed, if it a little 
saddened us. It was still summer, and yet there 
was a shade of over maturity in the landscape — ^just 
a warning that the bright days must change. But 
pathos may give strength — a feeling that if there is a 
lot that cannot be escaped, it should be faced. 

" And," said Emily, " when these first frets of life 
have passed, then the other frets in store for us must 
advance — and they will pass too, and youth itself 
and our rich being with its joys and sorrows — and 
then this " 

She pointed to the graves around us. 

" Yes," I answered ; " but the story cannot end 
there." 

It was not disagreeable, as we were excited, to cry 
a little ; and our tears relieved us. But we got up, 
and moved into the village street, preparatory to turn- 
ing homewards, when lo ! a hired open carriage came 
up, and we found Miss Maude and Miss Fosh within, 
who had decided on a country drive. 

" How are you, Miss Boston ? " cried the aunt. 
" Now you and Emily do get in ; the air is so 
delightful ! " 

" Oh dol' echoed Miss Fosh. And she rose up, to 
sit with her back to the horse. 

I excused myself, for I felt I had plenty on hand ; 
but I pressed Emily to go, for I told her I could quite 
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easily find my way back, and I thought the drive 
would do her good. 

And, after a brief remonstrance, she consented. 

" What a charming churchyard ! " exclaimed Miss 
Maude, looking back. " I think one of the poets 
is buried here." 

Miss Fosh, who was not literary, but still confident 
on some points, remarked : 

" James Montgomery wrote * Greenland.' " 

" Very likely ; but he is not here," replied Miss 
Maude, rather scornfully. 

I had happened to have sat close to a stone, and to 
have read the inscription. 

" Hayley," I said, " perhaps ? " 

" Yes, yes, Hayley," cried Miss Maude. " Poor 
gentleman ! I am afraid he is now forgotten." 

" They are all forgotten," remarked Miss Fosh, " to 
those who do not read them." 

As I turned into the fields at the end of the village, 
I observed a solitary figure standing under a tree, at 
a little distance from the stile. It was Muzaffar. 

As soon as I appeared, he advanced to shake hands 
with me, and said that having heard we had gone in 
this direction, he had come to escort us home. " But 
where," asked he, " is Miss Loftus ? " I replied that 
she had just got into a carriage in the village street to 
accompany her aunt and Miss Fosh on a drive. 
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" Who," cried the Nawdb, gaily, *' could have ex- 
pected such a happy fortune as meeting you by 
yourself?" 

And thereupon he turned the conversation on un- 
fortunate me and my attractions, and in fact went on 
till I found he was in the middle of a regular declara- 
tion. He said that the first time he had seen me he 
had been extrem.ely struck with me, and that his 
affection had strengthened every day, and all the rest 
of it ; and ended with an offer of his hand, and a 
passionate averment that all his advantages and his 
position, property and prospects were placed unre- 
servedly at my disposal. 

In reply, I declined to believe he had been struck 
with me at first sight. We had first met at the 
funeral, when he was very much out of temper, and 
was thinking much more of his father's portmanteaus 
than of me or any other girl. 

I said I hoped that I had not either expressed or 
done anything likely to givQ him the least encourage- 
ment. Nothing could have been further from my 
intention. His proposal was utterly out of the ques- 
tion — had no claim to be seriously considered ; and 
that I hoped, if he was not willing to change the 
subject, that he would turn back, and allow me to 
pursue my way alone. 

He was excessively annoyed, but not at all willing 
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to drop the subject, and proceeded to question me cis 
to whether my reason for refusing . him was not 
founded on my liking for someone else. 

I told him he was very impertinent to make such 
an inquiry ; that it was no business of his whether I 
liked anyone or not ; that I should not satisfy his 
curiosity in a single particular ; and that if he did not 
go back towards Felpham, I should be obliged to do 
so, and return by the high road. 

His face quite darkened with anger. 

" I know this sneaking Eugene," he cried ; " his 
bad, crooked ways and designs. And what a fellow ! 
A poor, lying pleader, creeping about the Courts, and 
taking bribes from both sides. 

" He ready to defend himself indeed ! 

" I would knock his head, even at this English game 
of fisticuffs, much more dispatch him with swords and 
pistols. But I should order my servant to disgrace 
him. This drawing and daubing and scratching, too, is 
mean work. Perhaps, in a future day, for a miserable 
alms, like some low-caste artisan in the Bazaar. And 
with his ugly — what you call ? — mug, what right has 
he to force his love on a pretty girl, I should like to 
know ? " 

I was not going to hear Eugene abused, and as we 
had now got into the corner of the field, and at the 
low stone stile under some trees, I said, " Very well. 
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Mr. Traill, I shall leave you ; " and I turned back 
towards the village. 

But he cried out, "No, indeed, you will not," and 
stood in the way with his arms stretched out 

I tried to pass him, but he caught me round the 
waist, and whispered, in what he thought a most in- 
sinuating way, that he had a great deal more to say 
tome. 

I had been brought up out-of-doors and was pretty 
strong, and I managed to throw him off, and, spring- 
ing over the easy fence, made across the next field 
towards the shore, for far off I saw a coast-guardsman 
standing with a telescope up to his eye. Muzaffar 
pursued a little way, but seeing, as I suppose, the 
officer in the distance, fell back again and disap- 
peared. 

By the time I reached the bank I was rather 
breathless, and, I dare say, looked very pale. For the 
coast-guardsman said, " What's the matter, miss ; 
have you been frightened ? " 

I replied, "A man I met rather alarmed me. 
But it is nothing ; as soon as I saw you, I felt 
reassured." 

" Some of them tramps," he remarked, " are such 
guys, they are enough to startle anybody. I wonder 
how they get the horses by them. But come along, I 
will see you to the edge of the sea-walk." 
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And he kindly accompanied me till I was in sight 
of the houses. 

I was greatly in hopes that Muzaffar would be so 
ashamed of himself for this misbehaviour, that he 
would go away and leave us all in peace. And I feared 
his oriental, vindictive nature. I thought he might do 
some harm to Eugene. Not that Eugene would not 
have taken care of himself, but I dreaded a horrid, 
mean revenge. 

And so I determined not to mention his rudeness 
till I saw what was likely to happen, though I could 
keep disclosure hanging over his head, and thus have 
him completely in subjection. 

I had an interview, as soon as I got in, with Eugene, 
and it was settled he was to have the matter out with 
his father that evening. And I saw Emily also, after 
dinner — we met at the string band — and we arranged 
that she and Eugene and myself were to have a con- 
ference before breakfast next morning on the sands ; 
and Eugene would tell us how he had fared. 

That night as I lay in bed, I heard the young 
fellow's step on the stairs, as he went to his own 
room. 

A narrow portion of the house receded beyond the 
rest at the back, and this afforded space for a small 
sitting-room on the first floor, and a dressing-room 
above it. And just outside my door there was a 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



l6o ALICE OF THE INN. 

passage window, from which the window of the study 
— for Mr. Mario had made it this — could be seen. 
When all was still, and a long time had elapsed — I 
had heard midnight sounded — out of curiosity, I 
slipped on my dressing-gown and noiselessly crept to 
the pcissage window. 

The light was still burning below, and on the 
drawn-down blind I, every now and then, caught 
the dark figure of a man. And I felt sure that Mr. 
Mario had been greatly disturbed and was pacing the 
little chamber, as a tiger might its den in a menagerie. 

This rather alarmed me. 

I h^d been occupied all day, and had not dwelt in 
my mind much on what had happened in the fields. 

Now it returned. Was my silence right ? Had I 
sufficiently maintained my dignity ? Ought I not to 
write to Martin to bring a horse-whip, and come at 
once ? However, I ended with settling to be quiet at 
present. Perhaps Muzafifar would leave the place. 
Above all, I did not want Eugene to be exposed to 
any chance of malignancy. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

INTERVIEWS. 

In the beautiful morning, when the sun was glittering 
across the sands, and all was tranquil— the sea gently 
murmuring in the distance, with scarcely mor^ noise 
than a brook flowing amongst pebbles would have 
produced — we three met on the shore. Emily was 
excited — but she looked wonderfully well in anything 
like a crisis — so resourceful and so brave. Ah ! 
and so handsome too. The foolish old Welfare 
called ipe the belle of Caldicote, but I really had no 
pretentions to the title in Emily's presence. Indeed, 
for the matter of that, Kate Chaffinch, the thatcher's 
daughter, if she could ever have been washed properly, 
was really the beauty of our village. 

Eugene was quite astonished with his father's 
reception of his story. At first Mr. Mario's face ex- 
hibited signs of temper and annoyance, but by a 
violent effort he had apparently quite controlled 
himself. He said Eugene was perfectly right to con- 
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fide in him, but of course he could not expect any 
definite answer at once. That Eugene's plans for 
himself were very different from those which he — Mr. 
Mario — had formed for him ; but if the new depar- 
ture produced some entanglements, they would per- 
haps unravel themselves. 

This rather aimless and shadowy method of dis- 
cussing the subject went on for some time, and 
as Eugene thought, even commonplaces had been 
reached, such as that things seldom turned out exactly 
as they are expected to do, or that sometimes an ad- 
justment suddenly presented itself which was found 
to have hit on the solution of difficulties, when Mr. 
Mario— abruptly jumping up and upsetting the chair 
on which he was sitting — exclaimed, " And now, 
Eugene, you must go at once. Not a word more 
to-night. My brain will not stand it. I have quite 
taken in your wishes, and more talking would bring 
no new light. I am not so foolish as to make any 
significant remark till I am in perfect possession of 
my reasoning powers. Good-night, good-night ! " 

And in a moment the door was opened, they had 
parted, and it was reclosed. 

This was what Eugene had to tell us. 

" We wish to be law-abiding folk," cried Emily, 
laughing, " and the law says, * be obedient to your 
parents.' But it is delicious to think there is always 
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a revolution in the back-ground, when in an emer- 
gency we can take the law into our own hands." 

But I did not quite like the account I had heard. 

That forced calm — that little heated outbreak indi- 
cating the internal fires — that brooding in the night of 
which I knew — all seemed to me to betoken opposi- 
tion — bitter and determined — and yet masked with 
feigned complacency, and an acquiescence which was 
really dissimulation. 

Eugene had been the important person up to our 
interview on the sands, but it was felt that I was about 
to assume the principal part now ; for my interview 
was to be proposed at breakfast, and would probably 
take place directly afterwards. Eugene and I went 
home. 

In going up to my room, I passed the door of the 
little study. Outside was standing a flower-pot, and 
lying all around were the fragments of a large plant. 
The study was not wanted by all lodgers, and if the 
door was left open it formed an addition to the 
landing. And a large india-rubber plant was placed 
in it. This had been pushed on one side for Mr. 
Mario's convenience. The maid was about to remove 
the remains. She had an odd expression on her face, 
but replied to my question as to what had happened, 
that the pot had fallen over. But just as I was 
entering my bedroom, Mrs. Mario slipped out of a 
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door close by and whispered, " Don't ask about the 
rubber-plant Mr. Mario was upset last night, and 
tore it to pieces." 

" Dear, dear," said I to myself, " there's a nice tem- 
per for you." 

However, I was determined to face the man and 
his bad temper and everything ; and I thought that 
perhaps Eugene's interview would, in some way, have 
rendered mine easier, because, at any rate, Mr. Mario 
must have seen that his plan of getting up an attach- 
ment between his son and myself was a chimera and 
a dream. 

So after breakfast I told my guardian, or whatever 
he was, that I wished to speak to him about some- 
thing of importance ; and he replied, cheerfully enough, 
that I had better come into his little study, where we 
could talk together without interruption. 

I entered, accordingly, the small apartment where 
the plant had been destroyed, and sat down at a 
writing table opposite my strange friend and man of 
business. When I looked carefully at him, I could 
see the traces in his face — worn and wan this morn- 
ing — of the strong emotions he had undergone. I 
went off at once into my story, told him I was much 
attached to Martin Welfare the younger, that we 
understood each other, but had never been formally 
engaged ; and this accounted for my uncle and aunt 
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being unabld to say that I was likel}^ to be married to 
him. And then I narrated how old Mr. Welfare had 
interfered, and how greatly his conduct had com- 
promised and annoyed his son ; and lastly, I divulged 
that young Martin proposed to leave the country for 
a time, and that I was very anxious to advance him 
money in furtherance of his design ; and that I hoped 
I should have his (Mr. Mario's) permission to do so. 

The answer was a little overdone. 

I do not think I have a tendency to suspect people 
unjustly. Perhaps my fault lies in the other direc- 
tion of trusting too much ; but I confess I could 
not quite believe Mr. Mario to be sincere. He said he 
thought the journey to Canada (I had specified that 
destination) an excellent idea ; and he detected, he 
declared, my suggestion in it, for he had observed a 
great deal of good sense in all my proposals. 

" Of course, it is your money, Alice, which has 
brought old Welfare forward. Meddling imbecile ! 
And he will be a great deal too eager to get it to take 
offence at any temporary obstruction to his plans. If 
I were you, I would arrange that it should be given 
out that you felt yourself insulted by the proposal 
Welfare the elder had made to your uncle. Who 
was he that he should hand you over without question 
or consultation ? And you had thought it necessary, 
in view of your character and maiden dignity, that all 
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idea of your marriage with Martin, the son, should be, 
for the present at any rate, lost sight of. Then the 
young fellow's going away, and his misunderstanding 
with his father, will seem as natural as possible. And 
when he comes back, which he doubtless will do 
in a very short time, unless he gets smitten with his 
new country, a reconciliation all round will seem as 
natural as the original breach." 

I did not care to go into my objections to rejecting 
my dear Martin, even as only a ruse or in a nominal 
manner, and so I received these hints in silence. 

After a time, looking at me very earnestly, Mr. 
Mario said, " I think you must know what a disap- 
pointment I have had about Eugene." 

" Disappointment ! " I cried. " I know, if you ask 
me, that he is attached to Miss Loftus, and I am sure 
that you will not be offended with me if I say that, 
in point of position, should Eugene marry Miss Loftus 
he will do wonderfully well." 

There was a smile on my lawyer's lips, and I 
thought that I was growing effective, and so went 
on — 

" Our vicar is a relative of Lord Steepleton ; and 
his kith and kin are all of high family. You could 
not look at him without admitting that he was one of 
the old breed. We farmers stick up for the established 
county people, and vote for them, and so on," 
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I looked at my friend again. Alas! the lips were 
relaxed no longer, and a bitter expression had come 
over his face. 

" I thought, Alice, that you were a sensible girl. I 
supposed I had explained matters to you My dear 
girl, our firm requires support. We want money. 
And who but a dreamer and a dauber would ever 
have thought of helping on his fortunes by a union 
with a pauper aristocrat, who would run him into 
many expenses and look down with contempt on his 
family ?" 

** She would not," I exclaimed eagerly, " do either 
one or the other. She is clever, she is strong. Good 
at contriving, good equally at enduring. She has 
never been accustomed to extravagant habits. Her 
father's want of ambition, his devotion to his books, 
has condemned her to small means and humble sur- 
roundings. If she had been proud would she have 
sought for a friend at the Pied Bull? If you are 
really the judge of character you have the credit 
of being, you ought to be able to see that Emily 
Loftus is calculated, in a remarkable way, to sup- 
ply that motive power which is in some degree 
wanting in Eugene, loving, and I must add, brave 
as he is." 

Though I spoke out for my friends, and in better 
words than I had expected to command, of course I 
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showed no temper. Why should I ? How could I 
do so? 

But Mr. Mario must needs remark : 

" Now, pray be calm. You dear women work your- 
selves up about nothing. And as for argument, when 
you once give into your feelings, logic is about as 
useful as a candle to a blind person. I would explain 
myself if you would not run on so." 

"But I am not running on ! " 

" Then do not do it, dear Alice, and listen to me. 
First for yourself I approve of young Martin Welfare 
leaving the country. I approve of your lending him 
money. I think you have acted wisely in the crisis. 
Always supposing," he added, with a cruel, sneering 
grin, "that it is necessary to marry a mail-coach 
driver." 

That was the wrong tack. I flushed up, and this 
time I did speak with heat and emotion. 

" Mr. Mario," I exclaimed, " you have no business 
to say that. Martin Welfare the younger is in my 
own rank of life. The best manhood of the country 
is to be found in families like the Welfares. And for 
the matter of the coach-box you may curl your lips ; 
but there are not many of you lawyers who could 
drive the Wonder!' 

He was taken aback, and tried to recover himself 
by a foolish pun : 
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" It would be a wonder if there were." 

And he laughed aloud at this sally, though it was 
not one of a nature to produce amusement. 

" Well, well," he went on, " women must have their 
own way. But now about Eugene. Why should you 
conclude that I have set my face against his being 
engaged to Miss Loftus ? Listen to what I have 
really done. I have taken the first necessary, practical 
step, if the boy's wishes are to be fulfilled. I have 
written to the Vicar of Caldicote, and laid the whole 
circumstances before him. What could I have done 
more ? '' 

" Then," said I, ashamed now of having been so 
vexed, " if you have pleaded for poor Eugene, you 
have acted very kindly." 

There was silence for a few minutes, and when I 
looked towards Mario, I was quite startled by the 
expression his features wore. 

A kind of dogged determination, shot with chagrin, 
darkened his eyes ; his cheeks were noticeably pale ; 
and his lips were tight, the lower one rather drawn in. 

" We live in strange times. Miss Boston," he began, 
with vinegar in his voice ; " there have been days when 
children co-operated with their parents, and sought to 
work out their own good, and the good of the family. 
It was a harmonious case of old heads and young 
shoulders. The experience of time was availed of by 
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the energy of youth. I do not go in much for religion, 
because I have found a large majority of its professors 
humbugs " 

I interrupted : " For large majority, read small 
minority." 

Without taking notice he proceeded : 

" But I have been told that to honour your parents 
is the first commandment with promise. Well — how 
are parents honoured nowadays? By sheer dis- 
obedience. When a father says to a daughter, * It is 
very desirable for all our sakes that you should marry 
well, and I have found the very man for you — agree- 
able, steady, with excellent prospects, and great 
knowledge of business' — what does the daughter say? 
Nothing against the man ; there was nothing against 
him. But transcendental rubbish about the union of 
souls. The hand without the heart was immoral. 
That love was inspiration ; and that the lives of two 
persons of different sexes could be no more made 
beautiful without love than a lyric could be written 
without poetic gift. I won't detain you with her 
trash. And all this, because she was spoons on a 
rotten soldier. And when I overrule such jargon, we 
run away, if you please, and leave our family in the 
lurch. The soldier fortunately is killed. (This love 
part is a secret, I know I can rely on you.) What 
next ? The Lord wants her. She must give up her 
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life to her Lord. As if the Lord would accept the 
affection which had been filched from her family. 
Out upon such degraded stuff ! 

" And are sons any better than daughters ? When 
a father honours his son with perfect confidence, does 
not hesitate to point out the weak points of their 
ancestral profession, though they may, perhaps, be 
partly laid at the door of the speaker ; plainly shows 
that a new epoch is opening out, and that the drowsy 
old routine of the family lawyer is coming to an end ; 
in a word, that an epoch has arrived when the one 
thing, the be-all and the end-all, is energy ; call it 
enterprise, call it spirited policy, whatever you like, 
but it is energy ; what does the son show himself to 
be ? A poor absent-minded dreamer, whom you have 
to flap in the face, as they did to the philosophers of 
Laputa, before he will attend to you. Action is 
essential, and therefore the first question is — can you 
do anything ? * O, yes.' What ? * I can daub a rock 
with seaweed growing on it.' And when an excessively 

nice girl with money comes in view But I must 

not go on." 

" If you mean me," said I, "you must not, indeed." 

" Consider that unsaid, then. But when I say to 

him, A suitable match is very desirable, * O yes,' he 

replies, * I have found just the girl.' Is her father a 

business man ? * No.' Has he any useful knowledge ? 
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* He has written on the Greek particles/ Has he means? 
No.' Has the daughter expectations ? * No.' Are any 
of the relations rich ? * Yes, but they will not help. 
Then what recommends the girl ? * She is handsome.*' 
All right, go on. * She looks well when expensively 
dressed.' Can she do anything ? * She daubs rocks, 
just as I do.' And you want to daub rocks together, 
and go to the devil ? * Yes, please, father.' " 

He repeated all this with volubility and grimace, 
and I could not help laughing ; but I shook my head 
and exclaimed, " Distorted and extravagant ! " 

" Not a bit," he replied, " simple truth. But tell me, 
Alice, why need you turn against me ? Why should 
you distrust me, as the others do ? Am I to have no 
one on my side ? " 

" My dear Mr. Mario," I said, " I do not want to 
take sides at all. You are quite mistaken in suppos- 
ing that I have turned against you." 

" Yes, you have. And yet what more could I do 
than I have done ? Instead of going with the police, 
and dragging my daughter home, I have honoured 
her with my total disregard. Instead of braining my 
son with the poker, I have written to his darling, pro- 
posed father-in-law, and, at great length, explained 
the situation. And you — instead of tying up your 
purse-strings, which I could do, I have jumped with 
your humour, and consented to your treating your 
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young man with a pleasure trip. I think old Mario 
is one of the best fellows in the world. 

" But I will tell you one thing about old Mario, and 
it is really worth knowing. The dog never gives up a 
plan whilst the remotest chance remains of his being 
able to carry it out. Now run away, puss. For these 
interviews wear me a good deal, and I have much 
before me — my voyage, and India, and everything. 
But it shall not be said that when a trust was confided 
to Salvator Mario, he allowed a parcel of niggers to 
overreach him." 

His talking had flushed him again, and he looked 
very well in his sinister way ; but I felt sure he ought 
not to be excited any more, and so I thanked him for 
listening to me and complying with my wishes — 
and left him. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

AT LA CASERELLA, 

When I had been going into the little study, I had 
met Eugene on the stairs, and he had told me he had 
promised Emily he would draw on the sands that 
forenoon. " Call," he added, " at La Caserella, and 
word shall be left there where we are to be found." 

So I went straight to Miss Maude's when my 
interview was over. 

The maid-servant said that Miss Emily had gone 
to the coast-guard station along the sands. I had 
actually left to pursue my friends, when the same 
servant ran after me and informed me that her mistress 
especially desired to speak to me. As I turned round 
I saw Muzaffar move away from the house in a 
different direction. 

I did as I was asked, and went back. Miss Fosh 
was in the passage, having been, as I suppose, requested 
to leave her friend alone for a short time. She had a 
significant smile on her face, and shaking hands 
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hurriedly with me, she said in passing, " You were 
right, Snowball ought to have remained among the 
pumpkins." 

I knew what she meant, though her imagery 
testified to that Headstrong confusion between the 
East and the West Indies which she herself had 
instituted. 

Miss Maude always pleased me at first sight I do 
not venture to conjecture even what contrivances 
produced the effect, but the effect was decidedly 
agreeable. 

You saw before you a woman with ample light- 
coloured hair surmounted by a handsome lace cap. 
A cameo brooch secured a fichu, snowy and delicate. 
The thoroughly good silk dress, the rather coquettish 
shoes and stockings, betokened care and taste. 
Agreeable manners, plenty of white teeth, and an 
atmosphere of well-chosen perfume, completed the 
personality and its surroundings. Her gold eye-glass, 
used for emphasis, and handled with grace, served as 
a becoming concession to the flight of time. The 
subdued light of the room was very pleasant ; flowers, 
too, breathed into it from the greenhouse , and every- 
thing within sight betokened comfort, means, and 
refinement. 

Miss Maude was exceedingly polite to me, and 
dwelt so long on commonplaces that I was beginning 
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to wonder why I had been summoned, when, after a 
short pause, she said : 

" Our kind friend, the Indian prince, informs me, 
my dear Miss Boston, that he fears he has had the 
misfortune to offend you, and he has besought me to 
try and make his peace." * 

" I have no resentment," I replied ; " but of course I 
could not admit Mr. Traill to his former position of 
acquaintanceship, because I consider he abused it" 

" I am very distressed. But might you not have 
mistaken the hyperbole of these romantic oriental 
natures for a fervour which would certainly, under 
ordinary circumstances, seem inexcusable ? " 

" The story is very brief If you have heard a 
version of it, hear also the simple truth. I was re- 
turning from Felpham, after meeting yourself in the 
carriage, when Mr. Traill forced his company upon 
me, without invitation, and became burdensome, and, 
I must add, impertinent to a degree that caused me to 
seek protection from a coast-guardsman. I do not 
know about hyperbole; but I am certain about the 
respect I require from any young man who has been 
introduced to me, and I consider Mr. Traill to have 
shown himself wanting altogether in those manners I 
have a right to look for." 

" I do not for a moment doubt the absolute correct- 
ness of what you tell me," rejoined Miss Maude 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



AT LA CASERELLA. 1 77 

" Indeed, from the prince's own demeanour, I could 
see that his Eastern extravagance had carried him 
further than he should have gone. I hope you will 
not mind my saying that I feel sure his Highness 
has a sincere admiration for you, and that you will 
accept from me his apology for some lack of modera- 
tion in displaying it" 

" Please do not think badly of me for being ruffled 
and vexed. But I consider it very hard that a person 
to whom I have not given the very slightest encou- 
ragement should venture to express any regard for 
me. I want to have nothing to say to him, and I am 
sure if he was English he would have pride enough 
and courtesy enough to leave me alone." 

" I cannot, of course, control your sentiments. Miss 
Boston. I only say I am certain the prince intended 
his admiration for a compliment. But I have told 
him, in so many words, that he must not overact his 
part, and must be guided entirely by the indication 
you give of the state of your feelings ; and he has 
promised me faithfully that he will cause no more 
misunderstanding. I only ask you to consider his 
position. The princess, his mother, abandoned by 
her English husband ; and he, the son, with no advan- 
tages of a public school or of the Universities, thrown 
on London life to fight his own battle, and recover 
the position of which his father sought to deprive 
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him. It is much in his favour, as I look at the case, 
that his royal Eastern relations supply him with 
ample funds to sustain that rank his father should 
certainly have been the first to recognise." 

Miss Maude's ideas of Muzaffar's condition and 
claims seemed so far from sober fact that the notion 
of putting her right presented a task too tedious, and 
I might add, too hopeless, to be lightly undertaken. 

I considered for a moment, and then said: 

"As far as forgiving goes, I have no objection to 
forgive. I have not told Mr. Mario what occurred, 
because he was troubled about family affairs of his 
own ; nor have I alluded to the subject to Miss 
Loftus. And you may, if you choose. Miss Maude, 
tell Mr. Muzaffar Traill that, for his father's sake, I 
consent to overlook his conduct, and not to mention 
it, on three conditions. First, that he never seeks to 
be alone with me. Second, that he is himself silent 
about his own behaviour ; and third, that he desists 
from any action that could, in any way, be construed 
into an attention." 

"Dear me!" cried Miss Maude, with a tone of 
scorn in her voice, " one would think you were the 
princess, and his Highness some provincial swain 
you might justly despise. However, you are asked a 
favour, and have a right to mention the terms on 
which you grant it. I will strictly enjoin on his 
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Highness the line of demeanour you dictate. The 
third condition will be the most trying, for, he is sadly 
smitten. I do not wonder, for without flattery, I 
must say you are quite the country beauty." 

The sarcasm in her voice, and the last sentence, 
made me flush, I feel sure, with anger; and I an- 
swered : 

" I come. Miss Maude, of a farmer race ; and in 
my rank we have well-grown figures and strong arms. 
I do not want to call in anyone who would stand in a 
brother's place to me ; but if I did so, Mr. Traill 
would rue the hour in which he forgot the respect due 
to what you call a country beauty." 

Miss Maude drew herself up for a moment ; but 
fears for the safety of her oriental favourite prevailed, 
and her features relaxed as she said, in a conciliatory 
way: 

"You may rely upon it, the prince is very sorry for 
having offended you. You would not threaten a man 
of rank brought up in the enervations of a tropical 
palace, with yeoman violence. You do not mean it. 
I will guarantee his Highnesses good behaviour, and 
you must forgive him. I will tell him so. You will 
keep any misunderstanding that may have arisen in 
your own breast. And henceforth things may go on 
as before." 

" On my three conditions," I urged. 

N 2 
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" Yes, that is understood. Emily asked me to tell 
you she is drawing on the sands, near the coast-guard 
station. You will find her there. Not a word to 
Emily about this matter, there's a dear." 

" No, I shall not mention it." 

" Nor to the Fosh." 

" No, no." 

"Well, then, good-bye. You will never regret 
having shown forbearance to a poor exile in most 
trying circumstances. You are very nice, and really 
look charmingly pretty this morning. I do not won- 
der at men being in love with you. But do not be 
too proud. We forget that salutary maxim, when we 
are young and admirers swarm round us. And the 
days pass, and the bowers of our fools' paradise 
wither, and, alas ! it is too late. Think of these things, 
dear girl. Not too late, it is true, for a mature 
passion — for autumnal affections — but for the young 
blossoms of the heart's spring, too late ! too late ! " 

And I left Miss Maude wiping her eyes with a 
scented handkerchief, which she waved towards me 
as I closed the door. 

When I reached the part of the sands indicated, 
Eugene and Emily were seated together drawing. 
They stopped work as soon as they saw me, and were 
soon deeply interested in what I had to tell them. 

I did not dwell much on my own business. I said I 
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was anxious to get Mr. Mario's permission to lend 
some money to Martin, as he had had a slight quarrel 
with his father, and wished to go away for a while. 
And then I related my conversation with Mr. Mario 
about their engagement, and ended with telling them 
that, though for reasons known to himself (as I put 
it) Eugene's father did not approve of the match, still 
he had written fully to the Vicar of Caldicote, and, as 
I supposed, had left the matter in his hands. 

Both my auditors were rather taken aback by this 
narrative. 

Eugene said, " I am always a little uneasy about my 
father when he seems complacent ; " and Emily ex- 
claimed," If the Vicar has been written to I must tell 
my aunt this very day." I agreed that it would be 
better if she did so. 

And after a good deal of discussion, which involved, 
naturally enough, going over the same ground more 
than once, we parted on this agreement. 

Emily was to choose a favourable moment for ac- 
quainting her aunt with the state of affairs ; and as 
Mr. Mario was going to town next day, Eugene 
and I determined to pay him all suitable attention, 
and show him that we, at any rate, were not going 
to be the first to throw any doubt on the friendly 
disposition he had claimed for himself And I the 
more wished to be a little demonstrative as I had 
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hinted that my tincle was anxious for me to return 
home. 

In the evening a note came from Miss Maude, say- 
ing that she begged I would come to her at once, if I 
could spare the time, as she had a matter of great im- 
portance to talk over with me. 

Of course I complied, and a little before sunset 
reached the drawing-room of La Caserella. Emily 
was not visible, but Miss Fosh was seated on an up- 
right prie-Dieu near her friend, who, on her part, again, 
occupied a low, comfortable easy-chair. 

" Cornelia," said Miss Maude, " has kindly consented 
to be present at the interview I have sought with you, 
dear Miss Boston, because she knows the exact rela- 
tions in which we three, that is Emily, myself, and the 
Vicar of Caldicote, stand to each other. For I must 
tell you I have invited you to consult about the affairs 
of poor Emily. And I think Miss Fosh should be 
present." 

I replied that I thought Miss Fosh's opinion would 
undoubtedly be of great service, as that of a most 
sensible lady with Emily's best interests at heart. 

"Of course. Miss Boston," remarked the aunt, "you 
must have known of this matter for a considerable 
time ; but I do not blame your silence, because you 
could not speak till Emily had spoken. I had a right, 
naturally, to expect more openness from my niece ; 
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but we must make allowances for her. She was early 
deprived of a mother, and left to the guidance of a 
father whose ideas are entirely bounded by the walls 
of a library. Still, I have been kind to Emily, and 
she should have trusted me better." 

" I think I may declare with perfect truth," said I, 
" that there was never the slightest intention on 
Emily's part of deceiving you. I mean, that the 
idea of a clandestine marriage, or of marrying without 
the consent of her father, and without, at any rate, 
your knowledge, never occurred. I believe Emily's 
silence was solely due to the thought that the project 
was not ripe for disclosure, and that premature frank- 
ness would interfere with the possible fulfilment of her 
wishes." 

" The young man himself," interposed Miss Fosh, 
" gives no notion of rope-ladders, or of galloping off 
with his bride on a pillion. But still, Miss Loftus has 
always been treated with confidence, and should have 
returned it." 

" I am very sorry this affair has happened in my 
house," said Miss Maude. " ! have sent for you. Miss 
Boston, because you have seemed to me to possess 
good sense, and the same good sense will enable you 
to see how very painful it must be to me that the very 
mention of a misalliance should take place under my 
roof You yourself are fond of claiming for yourself 
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that you belong to the farmer class, and therefore, in 
alluding to family obligations, I may be speaking on 
a subject foreign to your associations. But I should 
like just to say that the Loftuses, and, for the matter 
of that, the Maudes, have from time to time been 
necessitated to employ a solicitor, but that it has 
never occurred to them to marry him, any more than 
they would marry the doctor who opened a vein or 
supplied a bolus. Farms and fields are sometimes 
practically hereditary, and I dare say you have plenty 
of pride of your own. Now you would not think of 
marrying your farrier, would you ?" 

I laughed, and said I did not know of any black- 
smith I should care to have as a husband, at that 
moment. 

" However," continued the aunt, " joking apart, you 
will understand I am very upset by what has hap- 
pened, because Emily was, of course, entrusted to my 
care. And I relied entirely on what her appearance 
seemed to promise. Her fine person, her expressive 
face, I presumed, would be accompanied by a lofty 
disposition. I have been deceived." 

" May I put in one plea," I cried, " founded on what 
I have observed ? I am not so presumptuous as to 
express any opinion of what is due to a family. I was 
brought up at an inn, and you are right in thinking 
the subject quite beyond me. What I urge is from 
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the point of view that Miss Loftus is a woman, and 
Eugene Mario a man. 

" Let us just look more closely at Miss Loftus. She 
is handsome, she is clever, high-spirited, romantic to 
a fault ; if she had the type of an admirer in her mind 
at all, it must have been one who would perform great 
actions, with a lofty air and a commanding presence — 
a soldier, a traveller, a man just entering parliament, 
or an adventurer who would go far away to rule a 
tribe or add a province to the British crown. And 
now think of Mr. Mario, junior. He possesses, as I 
think, a very sweet face, and is full, I am sure, of quiet 
courage. Yet still he is essentially the artist, finding 
his real happiness in trying, as he expresses it, to get 
nearer nature. He is not ambitious of worldly success, 
but circumstances seem to have put within his reach 
adequate means, and he has an occupation which, after 
all, may be conducted with the utmost honour. Now 
if two persons so different liked each other at first 
sight, liked each other more the more they saw of each 
other, and finally, liked each other so much as to 
brave great opposition in the determined attempt to 
get married — does not such affection, viewed by itself, 
rise before us as something very genuine, very whole- 
some, I should like to say — ^very noble ? " 

" You plead earnestly," replied Miss Maude, " but 
just the same might be urged about any misalliance. 
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A young lord goes on his travels, becomes smitten 
with a contadina and wants to marry her. There is 
no moral reason why he should not. It might be a 
good thing for the contadina. But the young lord 
owes it to his people, his family, his friends, not to do 
anything so foolish. There are a thousand social rea- 
sons against the plan. Well, now, in this case I dare 
say your art-loving attorney sees no moral reason 
whatever why he should not aspire to Emily's hand. 
And there may be no moral reasons. I do not say 
there are not. But there may be none. But Emily 
owes it to her father, owes it to Lord Steepleton, owes 
it to me, owes it to us all, not to think of anything so 
preposterous. And if she persists I shall consider her 
conduct as marked with nothing less than gross sel- 
fishness." 

I was getting rather heated, and perhaps showed it. 

I said, " Pardon me, but the fact is I do not think 
the proposed union has the approbation of Mr. Mario 
the elder, any more than it has yours. For the solici- 
tor wishes his son to marry money ; and in that 
requirement apparently dear Emily is wanting. The 
business element in Eugene's position, the element 
most distasteful probably to you, Mr. Mario would 
like to see more pronounced. A pushing lawyer, that 
is the father's ideal. Not yours at all, probably. 
And the art — the refinement, may I not call it? — 
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whichjthough you have slightingly alluded to it, must 
surely soften in some measure the enormity of the 
young man's social position, is ridiculed by Mario, 
senior, as waste of time, waste of energy, superfluous 
and abortive." 

" I think, in these days," said Miss Fosh, " there 
must be a little compromise between parties. One 
person should say to another, * If you won't talk about 
my pedigree, I won't talk about your purse.' " 

** You both seem to take for granted," cried Miss 
Maude, " that Emily is a pauper. I do not know on 
what grounds. She has plenty of relations. I am 
her aunt. There is no want of affluence here." And 
as she spoke she waved her arm around. 

"True, dear friend," said Miss Fosh, gently 
shaking her head ; " but you have heirs of your own 
name." 

• Emily had told me Miss Maude could not dispose 
of her property, and so this harmlessly misguiding 
diversion had no effect. 

" Well, what I have asked you to come and see me 
for. Miss Boston," the aunt went on, " in this painful 
and unexpected emergency, is to express my hope 
that we shall have your assistance on the right side. 
You perhaps do not know, but, alas ! I know too 
well." 

The scented handkerchief was here in requisition. 
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" These early attachments are much of the nature 
of dreams ; we awake, and we are alone. The phantom 
has disappeared. You will bear me out, Cornelia ; 
you have had your own experience." 

" I have had my experience certainly," remarked 
Miss Fosh, laughing, with a low, hoarse intonation, 
" but it is not one to dwell on. The man proposed 
to me under the idea that I should refuse him. I 
accepted him, and there was nothing left him but to 
bolt." 

I dare say she had often cried over the circumstance, 
but the story was a fossil now, and she handled it 
with as little emotion as she would an ammonite in a 
museum. 

"Of course Emily at once leaves me," said Miss 
Maude, a little nettled at the comic element introduced 
by Miss Fosh; " I can undertake no further responsi- 
bility. As it is, the family will accuse me of having 
been deficient in watchfulness and care. She returns 
to Caldicote. It is your village. Now circumstances 
have thrown you and Miss Loftus together. The 
strange event which has brought you wealth has 
given you importance, and will render your advice 
more weighty. Do tell her that early love is a mist 
of the morning. Do tell her that an obstinate 
marriage carried out against everybody's wishes can 
only result in remorse and disappointment. Do tell 
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her that we cannot struggle against these social 
distinctions which have been imposed by a higher 
Power. Do tell her that her appearance, her 
faculties, the blood that flows in her veins, all claim 
for her a better destiny than the one she is so desirous 
of securing for herself" 

I smiled, and said, " Is there a better destiny than 
to marry the man you love and respect ? " 

" It is not a hard destiny," murmured Miss 
Fosh. 

"Yes, yes" cried Miss Maude impatiently, " but do 
not let us talk like people in romances. We must 
live in the world. You very often cannot marry the 
man you think best suited to you. And you must 
console yourself afterwards with thinking that he 
might have turned out unsuited to you after all." 

It occurred to me that I had teased Miss Maude 
quite as much as was proper ; and so I said : 

" If you send Miss Loftus to Caldicote, you send 
her to her father. And to whom could a daughter 
resort with a better chance of advice and guidance ? 
I will promise one thing. I will certainly entreat 
Emily not to disobey her father, and recommend her 
to postpone all thoughts of a union for the present, if 
he should set his face against it." 

" Postpone ! " exclaimed Miss Maude. " If Emily 
once drops her project, it will vanish. You might as 
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well lay aside a soap bubble in a cupboard to pre- 
serve it ! " 

" Let me have my belief in human nature," I re- 
plied, "and retain what you think are sounder 
views." 

"Well, I am glad to have seen you," said Miss 
Maude, kindly ; " you are rather a heretic, but still I 
trust in your good sense. You can imagine our 
position, if your experience will not help you, and act 
on that imagination, dear girl, for our benefit, and of 
course for the ultimate benefit of Miss Loftus. 
Would you like to see your friend ? She will probably 
go to-morrow." 

" I think I shall be returning to Caldicote on 
Friday," I intimated, " and perhaps we might travel 
together." 

"Only no Mr. Mario, junior," stipulated the 
aunt. 

" Certainly not," I agreed, laughing. 

" That would be a good plan, then, and you need 
not see Emily to-night, for, between ourselves, she has 
been crying. Fancy that proud thing crying over an 
unimportant " 

" Hush ! " cried I, raising my finger ; " no unkind 
words. You cannot recall them. Don't utter them." 

"One thing more, Miss Boston," continued the 
aunt, lowering her voice, confidentially ; " pray do not 
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say anything about this unfortunate business to the 
prince. It was so skilfully conducted that really I — 
I, the watchful, attached relative — never dreamed of it. 
And he, poor creature, by himself would see nothing, 
unaccustomed as he is to English habits. I do not 
wish him to know. There is no object in humiliating 
oneself for the fun of the thing." 

" Dear lady," I answered, " I am just as likely to 
tell a policeman on my way home to-night." 

" Well, good-bye," she said, laughing ; " Emily will 
write full particulars when she has seen her father ; 
but if you would send a letter too, I should be very 
glad to receive it. Be good, and take our side." 

We all stood up for the parting, and the beauty of 
the lingering evening attracted our eyes to the 
garden, when, certainly to my surprise, though I can- 
not say whether to that of Miss Maude, I observed a 
figure standing under one of the trees. It was 
Muzaffar. If the aunt had arranged for him to come, 
she acted very well. " Oh, there is the prince ! " she 
cried. " He must have come in by the beach wicket. 
Let us step out for a moment to see him." 

I had said I would forgive, and so could not well 
refuse to accompany. Muzaffar came to meet us as 
we walked on to the lawn, and when my turn came, 
he shook hands with me. I looked him straight in 
the face, and, though a little sheepish, he behaved 
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calmly enough. We were not there long, but an 
incident occurred which I must put down. 

Miss Maude knew all her flowers well, and on 
someone — it may have been myself — remarking on a 
shrubby plant, that its showy blossoms would soon be 
fully opened out, she remarked : " Yes ; that is a 
token of our soft climate here — that is Brugfnansia^ 
one of the daturas." And then, speaking over her 
shoulder to Muzaffar, who was behind her, she added, 
" You must know datura in India." 

As the person addressed did not answer, I looked 
towards him. If he had seen a ghost, he could scarcely 
have looked more upset. He was as white as his 
complexion would permit. A curious slate-colour 
pervaded his cheeks; his lips trembled, and I observed 
that his hand shook ; and the blueish-whites of his 
eyes rolled, and gave him the look of a vicious horse. 

The strangest suspicions rushed over me. One had 
heard of vindictive Asiatics, and I thought perhaps 
he was enraged with me, and was just going to stab 
or shoot me. I felt cold, and my heart seemed to 
beat with difficulty. However, the man recovered 
himself Altering his attitude, and answering Miss 
Maude after an interval which made what he re- 
marked almost inappropriate, he got out — 

" Yes ; a plant known to the natives. But not 
bearing always a good name in the bazaar." 
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^'Datura?" replied Miss Maude. "Oh! It is 
thought by our English doctors to be good for 
asthma." 

The subject changed ; but I could not quite master 
my nervousness, and so I drew Miss Fosh aside. " I 
wish," I whispered, " you would walk part of the way 
home with me." 

She consented at once, and was soon ready. As 
she did not seem to have noticed Muzaffar's condi- 
tion, I did not allude to it, but allowed her to get on 
the subject of Emily, of which her mind was full. 

"The shock," she said, "to my poor friend was 
considerable, and I think Emily might have managed 
better. But really, without pretending to be a witch, 
I had suspected something of the kind. Bohemian 
frankness is all very well, but when the artists are of 
different sexes, eh ? Funny, is it not, this fuss about 
family? In these days, too! Where do you think 
my little money comes from ? Don't tell. You'll 
laugh. From a patent medicine — Fosh's Ginger 
Drops." 

She hid her mouth with her hand, and laughed 
silently ; her lean stalk of a figure shaking like a reed 
in a pond. 

" And yet," added Miss Fosh, in a low voice, touch- 
ing my arm, " if Emily would have that dingy prince, 
I assure you Miss M. would be delighted ! Is it not 
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wonderful ? But these are secrets between you and 
me. 

" I asked you to come, Miss Fosh," said I, " because 
I was afraid Mr. Traill would propose to escort me 
home. And he is too forward." 

My companion could not quite clear her head of 
the West Indies, and remarked : 

" He would not venture even to look towards a 
pretty white face in the sugar plantations." 

I entrusted Miss Fosh with an earnest message to 
Emily, to be sure and arrange that we should travel 
together : and when I got in sight of my lodgings 
my kind old duenna exclaimed : " I must kiss you 
Alice. I like you. Let us be friends." 

I reciprocated all her tenderness, and we embraced 
and parted. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

THE VISIT TO THE TUNNEL. 

I TOLD Mr. Mario that night I thought I must go 
home, as my uncle was anxious I should do so. He 
agreed, but made me promise faithfully to visit him 
again before he started for India. He would give me 
full notice of the date. I explained by note to Emily 
that I hoped Eugene would not insist on seeing us ofif 
on Friday. I had pledged myself that our journey 
should contain no element of Mark>, junior. I sup- 
pose he and she effected a farewell of some kind, but 
I did not ask about it. Mr. Mario came to the coach 
with us, and Muzaffar had the effrontery to be pre- 
sent. He was, however, on his good behaviour, and 
though he insisted on shaking hands, there was no 
difficulty in keeping him at a chilling distance. 

Mr. Mario had wanted us to put up at his house ; 
but before Emily had seen her father, it seemed better 
not to do so, and we went to the Rose, where the 
landlady was most motherly and kind. 

O 2 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



196 ALICE OF THE INN. 

Dear old Pied Bull ! When the horn, blown perti- 
naciously, had brought my uncle to the roadside, how 
delighted I was to see it again. And they thought 
when I got my money I should be ashamed of the 
sign and the trough, and the bright windows of small 
panes, and the bell-chain hanging by the door. They 
did not know Alice. I had told my uncle Miss 
Loftus was coming with me, and he had got the tax- 
cart ready to drive her and her luggage to the Vicar- 
age. 

I asked my aunt, as soon as I got in, whether 
Martin had driven the Royal George lately ; but he 
had not been at Caldicote for some time. However, 
when we were just sitting down to dinner, I heard a 
horse gallop up, and there the old fellow was, with his 
fine manly air, but with a little gloom on his face. 
The reason was, as I soon found out from him, that 
his father had been very troublesome, insisting that 
young Martin had spoilt the whole arrangement with 
his stupid scruples. "What call," said the father, 
"was there for you to give yourself airs before the 
lass had sent any answer ? " For my uncle had told 
old Welfare at the interview that of course I must be 
left to do exactly as I liked. 

" I had let her know," added the headstrong crea- 
turo to his son, " through Eli Boston, that I wanted 
her for a daughter-in-law, and it would have been 
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quite time for you to go into tantrums if she had 
given me to understand she had other projects," 

Martin urged that such ways of making marriages 
had gone out ; and he considered it a great insult to a 
girl to suppose that she would dispense with all the 
usual steps of courtship. 

"Why," the father said, "everyone tells me you 
were always mooning about at the Pied Bull, and it 
might well have been concluded you were sweet on 
the girl." 

" And what would you have said, sir," Martin an- 
swered, "if I had engaged myself without your 
leave ? Besides, if Miss Boston had not had money 
left her, you would never had thought of her your- 
self." 

" I tell you what it is, young fellow," the cur- 
mudgeon grunted out, " when the lass comes back, I 
will drive over again to Caldicote, and unless she tells 
me in so many words that she won't have you, you 
shall marry her." 

" I will be no party," said the other, " to any rude 
dealings with the young lady. I don't mind you 
knowing that to my mind mercenary motives alone 
have made you think of the match. But I am deter- 
mined t*te world shall not suppose I am backing you 
up. Xnd, indeed, father, I should like to clear out for 
a few months, till matters get more comfortable. So, 
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if you will lend me the money, I will take a peep at 
Canada. I should love the voyage, and it is quite on 
the cards one may have to go there permanently 
some day, if the horse business does not answer." 

" You may go to Jericho, for all I care," the old 
man shouted out, in a rage ; " but not a brass farthing 
shall you have from me for your tom-fooFs trip." 

"Then I will ask my Uncle William Turnbull," 
muttered my Martin. And the two parted on quite 
bad terms. 

Martin had told me before that his mother's 
brother was mayor of a town in Staffordshire — a coal 
merchant well-to-do. 

"But, dearest" I said, "I have got the money ready 
for you." 

" You are most kind," he answered, " and I shall 
love to be under the obligation to you. Still, it will 
look well to take my uncle's advice, and though 
I have never found his sort part with their coin 
easily, I may as well ask him. I do not want my 
father to think we have any understanding between 
ourselves. And I propose going to Staffordshire to- 
morrow." 

Martin stayed all the afternoon, and rode back in 
the evening. He would come again on his return, 
and report the result of his visit. 

The next day I decided to give Emily plenty of 
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time to have it out with the vicar, and so remained 
quietly at home, looking up many little occupations 
which had been interrupted ; but anxiously also ex- 
pecting that my uncle would summon me to have 
that chat about my father and Swan River affairs 
which he had told me he was desirous should take 
place. 

All ideas of my father were of course of the 
vaguest. I had not the slightest recollection of him 
— how could I ? And though I suppose the word 
" father " must have suggested some image, it was a 
very shadowy one. Uncle had said he was taller than 
himself, and I had conjured up another uncle, only 
thinner, longer and paler, and had dressed him in a 
nankeen suit and a broad-brimmed straw hat, though 
why this costume should have been assigned to the 
residents on the Swan River, I was not prepared 
to have explained. I sincerely hoped that there 
was nothing disagreeable or humiliating to be told 
about him, or my mother, concerning whom I had 
simply settled that she must have been very kind and 
very silent, as a dim and distant ghost like her was 
bound to be. 

But my uncle never came near me all the forenoon. 

However, at dinner, he said : " Alice, I have 
ordered the cart to be got ready this afternoon. I 
am going to drive to Kilsby, and see how they are 
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getting on with the tunnel, and I thought you might 
like to come with me." 

"The drive weuld do you good," my aunt re- 
marked, as if innocently ; but I could see by her face 
that she knew what the expedition really meant. 

" I shall be delighted," I cried. 

I am not going to give in much detail what my 
uncle told me. The story itself, reduced to absolutely 
ascertained facts, was bald ; but of course there were 
some questions bearing on it which I repeated again 
and again, and my uncle, with admirable patience, 
tried with each answer to supply some new, if per- 
fectly trifling, detail. By merely giving the narrative 
in outline, I shall best indicate also the effect pro- 
duced on my own mind — abrupt, revolutionary, if I 
may use such a word in connection with my personal 
history — productive of entirely new lines of thought. 
I ought just to mention that a little way from the 
Pied Bullj by the side of the highway, and in the 
direction of Birmingham, or, I should say, Dunchurch, 
which was the next place towards the West, there 
was a small enclosure. It consisted of a little garden 
in which stood a building of one storey. A visitor, 
entering, found within a small sitting-room and bed- 
room with offices at the back ; a hall fitted up as a 
Liliputian pumproom, and connected with it, a plunge 
bath. There was a portion of land down the village 
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containing a beershop and one or two cottages, called 
" Cookworthy's Trust/* And the rent of the ground 
and the houses had been assigned to keep Caldicote 
Bath in repair. Very little was required to effect 
this, in a rough fashion ; and the two trustees, who 
appointed their successors, spent the surplus in an 
annual feast to their friends, which had acquired the 
designation of " Cookworthy's Rouse." The reputa- 
tion gained by certain saline springs not many miles 
distant, at the end of the last century, had led to the 
founding of the increasingly picturesque town of 
Leamington. There was no question that water of a 
similar nature existed at Caldicote. And, fired by the 
success on the banks of the Learn, the sanguiue Cook- 
worthy had first built and endowed the small estab- 
lishment under notice, and then attempted what he 
called "Caldicote Wells," on a tract of woodland 
country nearly three miles off, though the site be- 
longed parochially to our village. But the fates were 
against Cookworthy, and both schemes ended in 
complete failure. It was necessary to say so much 
about the wayside building because what had to be 
told me was connected with the place. 

At first the Bath was occasionally resorted to ; and 
it seems that about twenty years before, a lady had 
arrived there with a year-old baby, and had wished 
to occupy the sitting and bedroom. In those days, 
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a little plain furniture and crockery had been sup- . 
plied ; and there was an old woman who considered 
herself in charge. She was summoned, and for two 
days made the lady as comfortable as circumstances 
permitted ; the bath was filled, and the Caldicote 
treatment professedly given a trial. When the atten- 
dant, however, went on the third morning to call the 
lady, she found the infant asleep, propped up by the 
pillows and well packed up in the bedclothes. But 
no mother. She had walked off, apparently, in the 
night ; taken coach perhaps at a little distance, and 
disappeared into the crowd of Birmingham or 
London. 

My uncle was overseer that year, and had the child 
removed to his inn. The only identifying mark 
seemed to exist in a small gold cross, containing 
a single ruby placed in the centre. This trinket was 
tied round the baby's neck by a ribbon. It is known 
that besides children left at the Foundling Hospital, 
the London institution receives cases of infants for- 
saken by their parents, and presumably what are 
termed love children, if the circumstances of their 
desertion can be attested by respectable people. In 
this way, the small girl discovered at the Bath was 
taken by my uncle to London, and admitted at the 
Foundling under the name of Alice Cross, the ruby 
ornament being registered as having been found 
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on her person at the period of abandonment. Alice 
was the name of my uncle's sister-in-law, who had 
been carried off at the Swan River within the year of 
her confinement. The little girl, also called Alice 
after her mother, was with difficulty brought up by 
Adam Boston, who would gladly have sent her to 
Caldicote, but she was too delicate. However, when 
she was past three, he did dispatch her to his brother's 
care, and Eli Boston went down to the docks, in due 
course, to meet the little traveller. The ship's surgeon 
had to announce that the child had died on the 
voyage. My aunt was with my uncle when he went 
up to receive his charge, and both were grievously 
disappointed at the bad news conveyed to them. In 
their desolation they bethought them of Alice Cross, 
and being able to give the most satisfactory references 
they engaged themselves to provide for this child, 
and were gladly entrusted by the Foundling authori- 
ties with the task. Alice Cross was taken to Caldi- 
cote, passed as the Swan River niece, and was, in 
truth, the girl who is now recording some of the 
scenes of her life. 

I think the first feeling I experienced on hearing 
the story was one of sickening disappointment at 
being no relation to my excellent uncle and aunt — 
for so I shall call them to the end. 

The next was a humiliating sense of shame. I 
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was an outcast, a waif, a stray, the offspring probably 
of unblessed, rebellious love. I, who had hitherto 
rested satisfied with my own station, simply because 
I had thought it was marked by worth, by honesty, 
by uprightness — I was all this. 

I, who had felt that I could, at any rate, always 
hold up my head as a daughter of the soil, as a 
member of that race who in all ages and in all 
countries — so I had been told — in tilling the soil and 
tending the herd had acquired proverbial attributes of 
innocence and content, and happiness ; I who was 
humbly proud — if the phrase may pass — I must here- 
after hide my face. 

I knew my uncle was tender-hearted, just as I knew 
he was straightforward or hasty in his temper, but I 
did not think he could have gone on as he did in the 
tax-cart He was overcome with grief at the idea 
that his disclosure might alter my feelings towards 
himself and his " partner." And it was really in as- 
suring him that I should not change in the slightest 
degree that I laid the first stone of solid consolation 
for myself. For when I found my affections firm — 
when I felt in my own heart that I was sure of my- 
self, and sincerely loved these dear people who had 
been so good to me, and perceived that the notion 
of alienation was as painful to me as it was to uncle 
— then I took courage. And hope, as we all know. 
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only wants a little fondling to soar again aloft ; even 
when it is lying flat, like a wounded bird, on the bare 
earth. 

My spirits revived. 

First, I said to myself, birth is a mere accident ; it 
cannot touch the individual. And then I thought, 
obscurity of birth may be turned into an argument 
in a double direction. It may be true that shame 
brooded over my cradle, but it may also not be true. 
Perhaps scorn, and not sin, had driven that lonely 
woman to put out her child into the bulrushes, so to 
speak, of life's troubled river. 

Fancy may be pardoned me, in such circumstances 
as mine then were. And I let it play about the ruby 
cross. It is not necessary, I murmured, to pronounce 
the broken-hearted stranger a Magdalene — proof is 
entirely wanting ; but even if the probability is she 
was one, where could the Magdalene go for forgive- 
ness if not to the Saviour ? She meant — I see she 
meant — by that little ornament to declare — if all is lost 
the cross remains. "Come to me all ye that are 
heavy laden and I will give you rest" 

So gradually feelings worked round with me, and 
though greatly agitated and excited, I became assured 
we are not all forsaken whilst love and hope and 
courage abide with us. 

That drive to Kilsby will never be forgotten. 
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People living in the country get into a routine 
of habits and grow absorbed in their little pursuits. 
And though we constantly heard speak of this tunnel 
we had none of us been to see it It was now past 
the middle of August, and the day was one of tranquil 
beauty. The reapers were at work in some fields, 
and in others the ripe corn was like a yellow lake 
rippled by the wind. My uncle had made a sort of 
introduction to his story by recalling some trifling 
stories of my childhood. His kind heart had sug- 
gested this mode of getting my mind from the outset 
into a pensive disposition. And whilst he was string- 
ing these slender anecdotes together, we met a party 
of Irish, dressed characteristically, in their long coats, 
and woollen stockings meeting, or nearly meeting, 
their breeches, and with sickles wrapt in straw over 
their shoulders. My uncle was not always very fond 
of these itinerants ; but to-day he gave them a kind 
word, and they responded in the heartiest manner, 
throwing in some compliment to me, touched with 
the fancy that seldom fails their race. 

And I felt a glow of sympathy in my heart. 

Then my uncle began his tale, and I remember when 
the first surprise came upon me, and tears welled up 
to the relief of my overstrung feelings, we came to 
the boundary of two parishes, which was indicated by 
a gate. Close to this, and on the turf of the lane and 
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under the trees, were the tents of gipsies. The men 
were seated, making baskets ; donkeys and a bony 
horse were grazing hard by. Something savoury was 
simmering in the pot, slung over the crackling thorns. 
And observing us come up, a girl — dark and hand- 
some, with glass beads round her neck, and an old 
red bodice on her fine figure — approached. She 
saw from my eyes that I had been crying. 

" Oh, never fear," she cried, " my bonnie lass, it will 
all come right ! I know by your face you are born to 
fortune. The young man will not forget you, far 
away. I shall be at your wedding, lady. Wipe your 
tears. You need not weep yet awhile. Show me 
your hand, and I will tell you more." 

My uncle, as a parish officer, was a foe to gipsies 
but he kept quiet, nor did he remonstrate when I 
got out sixpence, though I refused to allow my palm 
to be examined. The coin brightened the girl's 
eyes. 

"There's a sweet lass," she exclaimed, "who opens 
her purse and her heart to the poor Romanee. Bless- 
ings on you, and blessings on your father, and on your 
children." 

I felt so disposed to have pity for others from my 
own trouble, that I could have kissed her tawny cheek 
with pleasure. 

Question and answer, and earnest talk between 
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uncle and me, followed, and we were surprised when 
we found ourselves close upon Kilsby. A secluded 
village on the hill-side which necessitated the tunnel, 
had been turned from the stillest and the most sluggish 
of unfrequented parishes into a scene of extraordinary 
confusion and disorder. Chosen as the headquarters 
of the undertaking, it had to afford shelter to the 
engineers, who had managed to get installed in the 
farmhouses, or had tents erected for them in cottage 
gardens. For the great masses of the workmen, 
again, rows of rude brick huts had been hastily and 
temporarily prepared ; and at the doors of these were 
clustered untidy women and bare-footed children. 
Passing to and from their work in swarms, the brawny 
navvies, with their red faces and their brown, sinewy 
arms stripped to the shoulder, were met at every turn 
and were not disposed to be over-civil to strangers, 
who, perhaps, looked astonished and curious. My 
uncle had formerly known the village inn ; it was 
called the True Friend, a title which, in view of what 
has since been said, in temperance days, of public- 
houses, was certainly a comically self-assertive one. 
We drove there and found that it was as quiet as any 
spot in the village; for it had been taken up en- 
tirely by railway gentlemen, so much so that it was 
not worth the landlord's while to entertain other 
guests. However, as being, so to speak, in the pro- 
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fession, we were invited to take a cup of tea in the 
bar. As we had come along, we had seen plenty of 
wooden booths fitted up as beer-shops, and men were 
sitting there on benches, many of them with bull-dogs 
held by strings. A sorrowful old woman told us 
these dogs were made to fight on Sundays. If they 
had only fought it would not have been so bad ; but 
really in one place we saw two women with their hair 
down, hammering at each other with their fists. A 
navvy came up, and to restore peace, knocked one of 
the women (apparently his own wife) down and 
trod on her face. My impulse was to jump out and 
go to her assistance ; but uncle urged I should only 
be insulted. The man too, as he pointed out, was 
not angry, but acting as a kind of brutal constable. 
Before we reached the inn, uncle took his hat off to 
an elderly clergyman, with long white hair. The 
parson seemed pleased to see quiet people, and re- 
membered who had saluted him. 

** Ah ! Mr. Boston," he said, " come to see the 
abomination of distraction ? My good sir, this place 
was the garden of Eden, and now it is the abode of 
evil spirits. I am alone, unaided ; only the Ranters 
come to help me. I wish they would all come, 
Quakers, Shakers, anybody. In a guerilla warfare 
against Satan and his angels, you do not potter and 
pry who the fighting men are, or what uniform they 

VOL. I. P 
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wear, if any. Pray for me, kind friends, that this 
tyranny may pass away." 

He bowed, and moved on with tears in his eyes. 
We had taken the mare out to be watered at the 
True Friend^ thinking it would ease her, and when we 
had had our tea, we proposed to climb on foot to the 
top of the hill. The landlord told us we should find 
a crowd there, for the celebrated Stephensons, father 
and son, were understood to have arrived. 

" There has been sad work," he said ; " the excava- 
tions have been smothered with water, and everything 
thrown back. It broke Mr. Nowill's heart, and he is 
dead ; though the company released him from the 
contract. The Stephensons have set steam pumps to 
work, and they have come to-day to see how matters 
are getting on." 

My uncle looked excited and pleased ; for he was 
a warm opponent of railways, and looked upon them 
as unmixed evils. 

We found numbers of people on the brow of the 
hill. There was a sound of the whizzing and thumping 
of machinery connected with the pumps, with an in- 
ternal rush of water occasionally heard below us. 
One particular engine was being especially examined ; 
and, as often happens in scenes of interest and anxiety, 
persons of a loquacious turn found a vent for their 
over-wrought feelings in talking even to strangers. 
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A looker-on, finding himself next to uncle and me, 
began to address us in a very earnest manner : 

" There will be a pretty mess if they do not conquer 
this water and sand. You think they are spending 
thousands of pounds, and so on. Tens of thousands, be- 
tween ourselves, would be nearer the mark. Heaven 
only knows how it will end ! You see that fine, hand- 
some old fellow with the calm, clever face — that's 
George Stephenson. And that t'other chap, with the 
Newgate fringe, and what I call a busy countenance, 
that's his son Robert. Well, if those two cannot remedy 
matters, there's nobody in the civilised world that can 
do it. And our Company will have to take another 
line." 

" And a good thing too,*' interposed my uncle. 

This amused our unknown informant very much. 

" What ! " cried he, laughing, " you don't like 'em ? 
Don't you, now? Well, there are folks who say this 
will do for heavy goods and so on, but not for- pas- 
sengers. They declare you will never get the old ladies, 
and so on, to sit behind an urn which might burst up 
any minute. Not to speak of cattle straying on the 
line, and carriages running down the banks, and so on. 
And then, you know, if you are to potter over a hole 
in the ground, like this tunnel, and spend your tens of 
thousands, why, where will be your dividends and so 
on?" 

P 2 
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We were not able to think, and as we wished to see 
what we could, we left our friend, and walked away to 
another shaft, which was at no great distance, and 
there we found bricklayers and excavators working in 
gangs, for some sort of head had been made here 
against the flood, and every effort was being exerted 
to wall in a part which had proved so dangerous. The 
people about were very wild — using extraordinary 
language to each other — and very rough in their 
movements, unsparing to the incompetent or stupid, 
but readily following the lead of some really capable 
workman who gave hints or directions. Noise was 
great ; the ears were stunned ; indeed, all the senses 
were subject to distress. And we were not sorry when 
we were in our cart again, with our backs to the hill. 

" I don't see how it is to pay," my uncle remarked. 
" They will ruin us first, and I expect they will ruin 
themselves in the end. I never thought Englishmen 
would embark in such a fantastic scheme !" 

When I looked back on the scenes we had had pre- 
sented to us throughout the day, everyone was mixed 
up with the different emotions consequent on the dis- 
closures my uncle had made. 

Every word of his narrative will remain with me 
through life, but to sit down and think of the details 
even now is to produce that August afternoon once 
more. The kindly Irish, the mysterious gipsies, the 
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fierce pandemonium in the village, even the fighting 
woman who went down with such a thump, the rowdy 
booths, the fighting dogs, the despairing parson, the 
quiet inn, the momentous struggle on the hill-top be- 
tween the rebellious forces of matter and the best 
engineering intellect of the country — all these, dis- 
tinctly or in a confused manner, appear before me 
whenever that wonderful drive occurs to my memory. 

When we got home it was too late to think of going 
to the Vicarage. I longed to see my aunt, but I could 
not find her. 

At last, in her own bedroom, I discovered her cry- 
ing her eyes out, and it was mine to clasp her and 
soothe her, and reassure her, and to wipe away her 
tears. 

When I entered my own chamber, I found a letter 
on the dressing-table. It was an untidy one, secured 
by a wafer which had apparently been pressed down 
with a thimble. I recognised the clear but formal 
handwriting. It contained only these words : 

" You are pursuing the right path. All will find a 
relief in openness. Things may look dark, but when 
you are trying to act conscientiously, you have God 
on your side. Anastasia." 

I was too tired to lie long awake. A head full of 
strange pictures and new thoughts was soon laid at 
rest on the pillow. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

THE vicar's attitude. 

It is strange to wake up in a perfectly new scene. 
The furniture unfamiliar, the bearings of the room not 
clearly discerned, the view from the window novel and 
interesting ; but far stranger to wake up and find you 
are not the same person who woke up on the previous 
morning. 

A wonderful experience, indeed, I went through. 
However, I rose early. 

I felt sure Emily was expecting me, and I re- 
proached myself with having been too much absorbed 
in my own affairs. 

It had been agreed with uncle and aunt that I 
should communicate with them before telling anyone 
what I had learnt. 

Martin, I had said to myself, must be the first to be 
informed. 

Before seven I was in the Vicarage garden, and 
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found Emily, and Hector the Newfoundland, pacing 
gently up and down together. 

Emily was very sorrowful. 

And yet, when I came to ask, nothing seemed to 
have gone wrong. Mr. Mario's letter had arrived 
before us, and the vicar had shown it to his daughter 
very shortly after her return. It was a most extra- 
ordinary production, very carefully written, but ob- 
viously intended to create a great prejudice against 
the marriage. It began in a highly complimentary 
way, saying that the writer had never expected a son 
of his to aspire to the hand of a member of so distin- 
guished a family as that of the Loftuses. At the same 
time, he was aware that the tendency of the age was 
certainly in the direction of lessening, rather than in- 
creasing, the barrier between the classes. And under 
certain circumstances he should have felt exceedingly 
proud at the prospect of welcoming Miss Emily Loftus 
into his family circle. Indeed, he did feel proud at 
what had already taken place, namely, a proposal 
made by his son and not disdained by the fair object 
which had called it forth. Still, he would not be justi- 
fied in indulging his own pride at the expense of the 
happiness of a young lady for whose appearance, 
intellect, character, and manners he had a genuine 
admiration. 

Then he went on to describe the nature of his 
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business, and travelled over the arguments familiar to 
those who had conversed with him about the position 
of the latter-day solicitor ; and gradually bringing in 
a portrait of Eugene, for the express purpose of show- 
ing that in every qualification which his particular 
circumstances required he was conspicuously deficient. 
This part of the letter was not wanting in humour, and 
there was a sympathetic pity for a round man who 
discovered himself about to be utilised for a square 
hole, which was intended to soften any appearance of 
unkindness or inconsideration towards one who had 
every claim on his affection. So sure, however, did 
Mr. Mario apparently feel that he had conclusively 
shown that the union would be a most imprudent one, 
that he boldly went out of his way to add, at the end, 
that though he had thought it his duty to plainly 
state the case, yet it was not for him to blight the 
happiness of two young hearts, and that notwithstand- 
ing all he had said, he was determined to leave the 
final decision entirely in the vicar's hands. 

Emily had the letter, and handed it to me ; and I 
felt as I read the conclusion that the vicar might put 
Mario in an awkward position if he took him at his 
word. I did not know the vicar well enough to con- 
jecture correctly as to his reception of the matter. I 
supposed vaguely that he would take alarm at the 
predictions of failure hinted against Eugene. But I 
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soon found that Emily's chagrin was caused by very 
different behaviour on her father's part We strolled 
into a little summer-house and sa* down. Hector 
first stretched his paws out on the grass in front, then 
rested his nose on them, and finally, gently rolled over 
on his side. We were quite still for a few minutes, 
and then Emily said, in a thick voice, " Father wants 
to get rid of me." 

" Oh, no," I answered, " dearest, don't think of such 
things, without the clearest proof." 

" This love of learning, Alice, merely for learning's 
sake," began Emily, growing eager in her expression 
and earnest in her tones as she went on, " without any 
definite idea of benefiting mankind, or setting some 
important question- finally at rest, becomes a species 
of intellectual dram-drinking, and really has many of 
the bad moral effects of the physical habit. Ambi- 
tion dies out ; devotion grows cold ; parish work does 
not interest ; the poor awake little sympathy ; and, 
oh ! dear girl ! a father's love languishes. And all 
these bad results arise from the overwhelming desire 
to amass the opinions and information of others, 
through the library. As soon as father got the letter 
from Mr. Mario he sent for nurse Jenkins. You know 
her. A more affectionate, kindly old creature than 
nurse does not exist, nor perhaps one whose opinions 
on any conceivable subject would be less worth 
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having, even if she could find words to express that 
opinion in intelligible language. Which she could 
not. But with fatier, the peevish irritation at being in- 
terrupted in his studies is really greatly like the 
hatred for business, or even for pleasure, the dram- 
drinker is said to entertain, if their claims seem likely 
to clash with the indulgence of his habit. And father 
has been holding out to the poor dumb nurse, in the 
hope of convincing himself that he is quite right in 
sanctioning my marriage, as the best way out of a 
difficulty. The disposal of me is a tiresome con- 
sideration, breaking in upon research, and tending to 
put learning in the second place. I am sure what is 
uppermost in his mind is to clear me out of the way 
altogether, as a rather wearing problem. Then 
paternal duty will have no more claims on him, and 
he will be quite free to investigate the opinions some 
preposterous Dutchman, three centuries ago, had on 
the text of an obscure Greek author." 

Emily laughed scornfully as she said this, and then 
with a sudden turn to sorrow again, she exclaimed, 
" O, Alice, that things should come to this pass ! No 
mother, and a father who has depraved his natural 
disposition by his obstinate self-indulgence ; for I can 
call it nothing else." 

She was silent a minute or so, and then abruptly 
took my hand, and said, " How selfish I am, thinking 
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entirely of myself, and you sitting so calmly there 
with no father or mother. But, dearest, you have the 
good old people, have you not ? Homely souls, but so 
true and loving." 

This was a stroke that touched me closely, for I 
could not but remember that, in one sense, they too 
had been taken from me. 

But we were in a state of tension, and a few tears 
on my part passed for sympathy, and did not need 
explanation or excuse. And so I was enabled to keep 
quiet, though my woman's nature was longing for the 
relief of disclosure. 

Hector sat up again, knit his brows, listened, and as 
his quick ears caught a step, to us as yet inaudible, he 
slowly wagged his tail. 

" I expect it is father," cried Emily ; " I am well 
pleased he should see you, it may lead him to talk. 
You and I have no secrets. He cannot say anything 
you should not hear." 

The slippered footsteps became apparent. Hector 
had been right, and now went forward to greet the old 
man. As he came in sight, he disclosed himself in a 
dressing-gown, and with a velvet skull-cap on his head. 
He was muttering as he advanced. He looked a hand- 
some old man ; but the face was lean, and the crows- 
feet under his bright eyes conspicuous. 

" () Miss Boston !" he exclaimed, as he shook hands 
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with me. " You, too, have been at the sea, have you 
not ? I suppose our Emily has been telling you all 
her secrets. Poor girl ! I take for granted that you 
have been made acquainted with her story. You see, 
my dear, the fact is, learning in these days does not 
attract the notice it once did. First, princes took the 
student by the hand, and then the nobles did so ; and 
afterwards some of the grand old booksellers and 
publishers. But now we have to shift for ourselves, 
and there is little encouragement to write, there are so 
few to read. Of course, I am referring to books of 
solid worth and erudition. So from the first Emily has 
known that I could do little for her in a pecuniary 
point of view, nor has she much to expect from 
relatives, because they choose to say, * O, your father 
should have gone in for preferment. He might have 
been a bishop by this time.' Ah ! well, it is too late 
to think of such things now. Fortunately, learning is 
its own reward, and I shall be quite satisfied if, before 
I die, I have gone into one or two points that are not 
quite clear to me at present. For myself I should 
never fret ; my wants are so few. Give me leisure and 
quiet, and I am content. But Emily is naturally a 
source of anxiety. And now this love matter has 
come up. I understand the young man is exemplary, 
and of good disposition. The father writes in an 
excellent spirit — diffident of his own, and apprecia- 
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tive of Emily's position, but seems doubtful whether 
his son has the necessary resolution and audacity to 
push on to wealth and reputation. But, as I tell nurse 
Jenkins, I do not care for so much brass. The rather 
repulsive calling of a solicitor would be to me very much 
softened by the belief that this particular member of 
the profession was a little behind-hand in those obtru- 
sive and intrusive qualifications which are supposed 
to show promise. Emily is not self-indulgent ; she 
has never been accustomed to opulence. I should feel 
perfectly easy at entrusting her to a husband who had 
sufficient to keep her in comfort. And that the young 
fellow, I suppose, could do. You may ask what Lord 
Steepleton will say to such an alliance.'* 

" No, father dear," interrupted Emily, impatiently, 
" Alice Boston is not the least likely to ask anything 
of the sort." 

** But, my love," replied the vicar, " the question will 
be asked. It does not matter a straw who asks it. 
And the answer is plain : * Your lordship has left me, 
an unambitious scholar, to get on in the world as well 
as I can. If you are going to provide for Emily, well 
and good. But if I am, you must allow me to pursue 
the course which seems best to myself." 

" You understand, Miss Boston, that it is necessary 
for my pursuits that I should be relieved of care 
Care, as I dare say you have heard [I never had]. 
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mounts the deck, and rides behind the horseman ; and 
I find, too, enters, like a troublesome bat, the darkened 
library. I should be exempted from such intrusion. I 
am not suited for the task of a match-maker. I have 
neither the time nor the capacity. And when, as Emily 
will tell you, for she has read the elder Mario's 
letter " 

" So has Alice, father," said Emily. 

" Well, then, she will have seen for herself that the 
decision is left entirely in my hands ; and as Emily 
assures me she is attached to the young man, that 
he is steady and of high character, and succeeds to an 
hereditary business of respectability — I will not deny 
it — I felt disposed to jump at the arrangement. It 
is the solution of a difficult question, and a solution, 
moreover, by accepting which I shall be meeting the 
wishes of my darling Milly." 

His daughter could not restrain her tears, but they 
were tears, I knew, of a wounded spirit. 

" Women are strange people," the old man said. 
" If you oppose them, they cry ; if you meet their 
wishes, they cry. But however, I must go straight- 
forward in the path of duty. Conscience assures me 
I ought to devote myself to my studies. But then 
conscience also says, leisure will not be fairly 
earned till Emily is settled in life. Now is it not 
strange that nurse Jenkins should utter the wisest and 
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most practical wprd I have heard throughout ? She 
said, * Send for the young man/ The very thing we 
ought to do. I reckon he will not be here for three 
days. We shall have three days of quiet and freedom 
from reflexion, and a little peaceful reading will re- 
store my judgment and soothe my nerves. Then, 
when the decision must be made, we shall have by 
our side the best authority on all the matters of 
detail, which are the necessary data for arriving at a 
safe conclusion. So I am writing back to the father 
that I have given his letter the fullest consideration. 
(I shall put in what ought to be said about family and 
position, and all the rest of it, and shall recognise his 
very proper feeling of diffidence.) And as he has 
made me the final disposer of the affair, I do not 
mind saying at once that I feel favourably disposed to 
the proposal, and see no serious obstacle to its being 
carried successfully out But, as it will be necessary to 
discuss minor points, I think it highly desirable that 
Mr. Mario, junior What is his name again, Emily?" 

" Eugene." 

" Yes, Mr. Eugene Mario should come and see us. 
The visit will give me an opportunity of judging for 
myself of his manners and disposition ; and at the 
same time we shall be able to turn his leaves, so to 
speak ; and look out in him all we wish to know 
about relations, prospects, qualifications, etc., etc., etc." 
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I had not said a word, and so, as. I wished to show 
how the subject interested me, I remarked that I 
thought the idea a good one ; that it would be espe- 
cially pleasant to Emily to introduce her friend to 
her own home, and that I was sure the vicar would 
be very satisfied with her choice, 

Emily brightened, and endorsed what I had stated 
about the joy the visit would create, and added on 
her own part : 

" I am certain of one thing, father, the more you 
see of Eugene the more you will like him." 

" And fancy," said the old man, " the plain common 
sense of an uneducated woman having suggested the 
proposition which has pleased all." 

" If common sense prevails everywhere " cried 
Emily, smiling, " all will turn out well." 

" I shall go now," the vicar said, " and get the 
letter written and despatched, and then we shall have 
a pause at any rate." 

And he walked oflT, down the garden, with a brisker 
step. 

When he had quite disappeared, Emily re- 
marked : 

" I do not believe Mr. Mario ever intended matters 
to take the turn they are doing. Alice, what will be 
his next move ? The strong light in which he re- 
presented Eugene's inefficiency is a sign that his real 
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object was to alarm father, and convince him that the 
marriage would be an imprudent one, not affording 
any reliable provision for me. But father, as you 
could plainly see, was so desirous of availing himself 
of any feasible plan for settling the Emily question, 
that he refused to see any force in the accusations 
against poor Eugene. Mr. Mario has been caught for 
once. But I dread his retaliations." 

" I distrust him," I said, " but if he is dealt with 
firmly and uprightly, I do not see that he can do 
much harm. He is by nature too dissembling to act 
with manifest injustice, except under the influence 
of sudden passion." 

" It is rather curious," remarked Emily, laughing, 
" to watch a game of chess, and as you look on with 
interest, to observe that one of the pieces bears a 
striking resemblance to yourself" 

Hector and his mistress walked part of the way 
home with me, and I left my friend certainly in 
better spirits than when I had found her. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

A PRINCELY VISIT. 

As I have said, Martin was in Staffordshire, and I had 
settled not to tell anyone what my uncle had dis- 
closed till Martin had heard. Emily, too, was in a state 
of suspense till Eugene should either come or give 
reasons why he could not do so. 

So the time was quiet, and the hours seemed to 
creep, and I was left to myself to think over the past, 
to dream of the future, and to show, by every 
attention, that no change of feeling to the dear old 
people had taken place or was likely to take place. 
It was natural enough I should visit the way-side 
Bath. I got the key from the old woman, who hardly 
ever went there, and amused myself by making the 
place as tidy as I could. I tried to conjecture exactly 
where my mother had sat in the long years ago. 

Mr. Mario professed himself pleased with the invi- 
tation to Eugene, wrote to Dr. Loftus to thank him 
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for his kindness, and promised to hasten the proposed 
visit. 

On the third afternoon, Eugene came by one of 
the coaches, about five o'clock. He was of course to 
stay at our place, for so much space was wanted for 
books at the Vicarage, the old scholar could not 
manage a spare room. After he had had some tea, I 
oflTered to show him where Emily lived, and as we 
went down the village bade him observe the turns, 
that he might come back by himself. I left him at 
the gate. He stayed supper, and did not return till 
past ten. 

He had been very kindly received by Dr. Loftus, 
who inquired a great deal about his professional 
prospects, and to all questions Eugene had given very 
sober and business-like answers. 

To Emily's amusement, however, the conversation 
accidentally got on Art, and Eugene was beginning 
with enthusiasm to define its relation to nature, when 
the vicar brought in Greek paintings, and delivered 
a kind of treatise, which not only took a considerable 
time, but finally distracted attention from the matter 
in hand. 

Eugene was, however, to go to breakfast the next 
morning, and nurse Jenkins' opinion was to be 
sought as to what the conditions of the engagement 
were to be, if one was permitted. 

Q 2 
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The early autumn was fine, and this particular 
morning extremely pleasant — warm and balmy ; and 
the hues of vegetation mellowed to a point that sug- 
gested, but only suggested, the coming beauty of 
decay. I was wandering in the garden, looking after 
the dahlias, and the noon had passed, when I heard 
the prolonged note of a horn. 

I had, of course, in former years heard this sound 
on occasions ; but ever since the arrival of the Indian 
stranger, I had associated the lengthened note with 
what I looked upon as the commencement of my 
romance. 

I passed through the house to the front, and found 
my uncle outside. The hostler had been rung for, and 
was running up the yard. The new team, excellently 
groomed, were standing with their two horse-keepers 
close to the road-side ; and strictly to time the Wonder 
drove up. I saw a servant in livery with a cockade 
on his hat descend briskly, and assist the guard in 
getting a valise and a carpet-bag out of the boot, 
and in watching them, I had not observed that 
Muzaffar Traill had alighted from the front of the 
coach. I withdrew quickly into the bar, but heard 
him come up and ask my uncle if he could have 
rooms, and being told he could, he walked into 
the hall, and seeing me took his hat off very 
politely, and advancing, shook hands with me 
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over the bar counte^, and said, " You must not be 
surprised, Miss Boston, that I reach this distant spot ; 
but, of course, a son's knee must bend over his father's 
grave. I have come to see what suitable marble must 
mark where my reverend parent is sleeping." 

I knew that Mr. Mario was making arrangements, 
and would not allow them to be interfered with, but 
I thought it better only to say that it was quite 
natural he should take an interest in our churchyard. 

He was anxious tb assure us that he had come to 
the inn only as a place of public entertainment, and 
requested that he might be assigned the best sitting- 
room. He begged also that his servant — Bates — 
might be comfortably lodged. This latter was im- 
mensely fussy, and was very peremptory with the 
barmaid that his Highness must have every attention 
as he was most particular. Luncheon was, at Mu- 
zaffar's request, got ready at once, and served in a 
large downstair room looking into the garden. After- 
wards he appeared again at the bar, when we were hav- 
ing dinner in the room behind it. My uncle went out 
to him, and Muzaffar apologised for disturbing us, but 
said he particularly wished to be conducted to the 
graveyard by the landlord. Uncle replied, " If you 
will wait till I have finished my meal, I will have the 
mare put in the tax-cart, and drive you down." 

" Tax-cart ! " exclaimed Traill : *' what vehicle is 
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this again? Have you not coach or carriage? It 
would be strange for a prince to ride in some farm- 
cart." 

My uncle paused a minute, and then answered, 
*/ You can have the post-chaise, if you like." 

" All right," said the other, " something suitable to 
my rank, that is all. I shall smoke now till you are 
ready." 

My uncle had to go down the yard to give orders 
— orders which were growing day by day more 
rare. 

In due time, the chaise — a yellow one of the old 
type, with small square panes in the window glasses, 
and a rumble, but no seat in front — was brought 
round. The hostler rode postilion, in breeches and 
boots, a blue jacket and a white hat. But all the 
equipments looked a little disused and unaccus- 
tomed. 

The pair of farm-horses, too, were rough, and 
evidently not prepared to go fast. My uncle had 
trimmed himself up, and entered the chaise with 
Muzaffar, whilst Bates ascended the rumble. 

With his green-and-gold livery, and his smart hat, 
this attendant looked very imposing. And off they 
went to astonish the natives down the village 
street. 

Aunt, who recognised Muzaffar at once from seeing 
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him at the funeral, was anxious to hear what I had to 
tell about his visit to Bognor ; though, to be sure, I 
only gave a selection from my recollections of him. 

The chaise came back about half-past four, and my 
uncle, stepping into the bar, said, " Alice, we will have 
tea in the parlour, as soon as you can, please ; for the 
prince, or whatever he is, has asked leave to join us at 
that meal, and I could not well say no." Tea, there- 
fore, was prepared in the parlour, and Muzaffar, full of 
graciousness, came in, and sat as near me as he could. 
He talked about Bognor, and how he had enjoyed his 
stay there, and dwelt on how kind Miss Maude had 
been to him. And then he addressed my uncle : 
" This young lady and her lawyer, Mr. Mario, are 
much afraid of me. They think I am enemy ; but 
they are both wrong. I am best friend. Because I 
am sending an English agent out to where was once 
my home, to look over documents, and see that I am 
not wronged by the native government, Mr. Mario 
must needs go in person to counteract. He thinks this 
prince will play tricks, and snatch away the young 
lady's supposed property. All nonsense. However, 
I do not mind old Mario's going. All will come out 
clear with two first-class Europeans explaining to the 
poor black men some of the wonders of the law. I 
say, whatever happens, let there be justice. I want 
nothing which is another's. What need to me of 
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an estate ? I have plenty of money. But even if by 
some rogueries, as this foolish Mario suspects, I should 
snatch this property, the young lady has only to hold 
up her hand, and all comes back again." 

I looked the speaker straight in the face, to remind 
him of the conditions upon which I spoke to him at 
all ; and then said, firmly, " Mr. Mario is only goiiig 
to look after what he thinks are my rights. He will 
certainly not meddle with you, Mr. Traill, unless you 
meddle with him." 

" Very well, then," he replied, " if we are at peace, 
that is a good thing. I have said many times our 
interests are one." 

On this he turned to my aunt, and began to com- 
pliment her highly. How beautifully she kept the 
house. What a pretty garden she had. No lord's 
palace could be more comfortable than this place. 
He did not know how long he should stay. Was 
there a good sculptor in any town near? No, he sup- 
posed he ought to get^the tomb made in London. I 
asked him if he had told Mr. Mario of his intention, 
because otherwise their plans might clash. 

Muzafifar began laughing very much. 

" Mr. Uncle," he cried, " you must excuse me, but 
your niece is very strange in some of her ideas. She 
thinks a man's son is no one ; but a man's servant, 
his agent, his pleader, his jack-of-all-the- trades, is a 
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king, a ruler, nay, I believe, a divinity, or at least 
one of the Apostles, St. Peter, St. John, and the rest. 
But I suspect she is fond of her jokes, and the beau- 
tiful have a right to be light-hearted. You are a true 
European, sir, and I should like to ask from you 
whether you hold that the only son must ask leave 
from a hanger-on of the courts before he puts a 
marble over his father's poor bones ? " 

" Miss Boston," said my uncle, " only gets her 
notions from what people have told her of English 
law. Mr. Mario's authority rests on his being exe- 
cutor of the will. But you say you prefer peace. 
If you do, why not act with Mr. Mario? He would 
doubtless be glad to receive your subscription towards 
the tomb, and you need not fall out about what the 
tomb should be." 

"You are blufif, Mr. Uncle," answered Muzafifar, 
" but I suppose by reason of being honest Briton. I 
overlook, though I am accustomed to more respect, 
because coming to kneel at a grave I would not wish 
to kick up row. The money is the young lady's, and 
therefore, if this Mario puts up anything it is the 
young lady puts up, and I agree to act \vith the 
young lady. And if what she and I approve is settled 
upon, then there is no cause for a dispute. Our in- 
terests are the same, and it is natural we should wish 
the same thing about this matter." 
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Muzaffar was clearly breaking his conditions and 
getting back to silly compliments, and what he meant 
for " addresses," and I thought I had better be rude at 
once and put an end to it, and explain afterwards to 
uncle and aunt. 

But just then a footstep was heard in the hall, and 
in walked Eugene Mario. Muzaffar was very much 
surprised. I do not suppose he had the least expecta- 
tion of seeing Eugene down at Caldicote. He had 
not taken in, I fancy, with any clearness, that Emily 
and I lived in the same village; and he was so blinded 
with his belief that Eugene was attached to me that 
he had no eyes for the real state of the case. 

The Indian's face gave every sign of annoyance; the 
hue of his cheeks changed, his lip quivered, and that 
particular look came into his eyes which I have de- 
scribed as recalling a vicious horse. 

I was very afraid of some outbreak, and remem- 
bering that most unpleasant feeling I had experienced 
in Miss Maude's garden, a sickening kind of dread of 
some treachery, some indication of an uncivilised dis- 
position not familiar to us in our common English 
life, crept over me. 

But Eugene's sweet, unconscious manner were 
enough to disarm any sinister, uncontrolled impulses. 

He offered his hand to Muzaffar, merely remarking, 
What, you here ! who would have expected it ? " 
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The other was very agitated, but tried to get out of 
his confusion by being forward and noisy. 

"That is good joke," he cried, laughing boister- 
ously. " I come down to the distant jungle to pray 
at my father's tomb, and a young man from London 
pops up, like some goblin, and screams, * What ! 
you here ! ' " And be became quite vulgar with what 
I could plainly see was forced mirth. 

We made Eugene have some tea, and what evi- 
dently puzzled Muzafifar greatly was that we all 
seemed to think it the most natural thing . that 
Eugene should be present, and of course no allusion 
was made to the Vicarage or enquiries as to what had 
occurred there. It was plain to me that Muzafifar at 
last decided that matters had been settled between 
me and Eugene, and that his position was recog- 
nised. For the Indian's manner altered, there was a 
kind of calm, bitter determination about him ; and 
though he joined in the general conversation for awhile, 
tie presently got up and went into his own sitting- 
room, asking my uncle if he could speak with him for 
a moment. My uncle went with him, and in a short 
time returned to us, going, however, first to the door to 
ring the hostler's bell. 

" The nabob is going," he said, as he entered the 
parlour. "He declares we are right, and that he ought 
to act with Mr. Mario with regard to the tomb ; and 
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SO there is no use in his staying. But he insists on 
travelling by chaise.'* 

The hostler had appeared. 

"George," said uncle, "you must get the chaise 
and pair ready, but the horses are not fit to travel 
far. You must not go beyond Daventry, and the 
gentleman must take another chaise there. They will 
be able to manage for him at the WJieatsheafy 

I looked at Eugene and smiled, for I knew the 
change of plans was only temper ; but I was very 
anxious for Muzafifar to be gone, for my dread was on 
me in an unusual degree. 

Though the servant Traill called Bates was a tall 
man, and carried the livery well enough, there was 
something disreputable about him, and he gave the 
impression of some London ragamuffin who had 
managed to attach himself to a stranger ignorant of 
English character. And when he came to be sud- 
denly summoned to start on a journey he emerged 
from the tap-room with a red face, his hat very much 
on one side, and an unsteady gait. He had been 
offered a small room to himself, but had gone instead 
to where liquor and conversation had a free circulation. 
Muzaffar had had his luggage, such as it was, brought 
out ; and when the chaise came, and Bates advanced 
to open the door, his master could not but observe that 
he was not right. 
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** These low Europeans," Traill muttered, " must be 
drinking, drinking. It's too bad." Then turning 
savagely on Bates, he said, "You bad livelihood, sot 
and sluggard ! I wish I could have my way. You 
should have twenty cuts with the rattan on your bare 
back." 

" Beg your 'ighness^s pardon," Bates rejoined, lifting 
his hat mockingly, "but your 'ighness has no call to 
take away a poor fellow's good name. If you had 
been a real gentleman instead of a burnt-cork imita- 
tion, you would have kept a civil tongue in your head." 

My uncle pulled Bates away from the chaise door, 
and said, " I will shut it for the gentleman. You get 
up behind, and hold your noise, do." 

The man did as he was bid, and one of the coach- 
horse keepers, who was standing by, took up the task 
of hoisting him into the rumble. Muzaffar bowed to 
my uncle and aunt, took not the slightest notice of 
Eugene, but insisted on shaking hands with me, saying 
in an undertone, as he wished me good-bye, "There is 
a good English proverb, I think, * Sometimes a slip 
between tea-cups and the lip!' Remember that when 
you are proud." 

I could not help smiling at the " tea-cups," but after- 
wards I did not at all like his having said what he did. 

As for Bates, he behaved very badly. He stood up 
in the rumble, with his red face towards us, and waved 
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his hat. Then pointing with his thumb to the inside 
of the chaise, to emphasise the allusion, he sang out, 
what was then very popular : 

** Wheel about and turn about and do just so, 
Every time you turn about you jump Jim Crow ! 

Three cheers for Jim Crow ! " 
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